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PHIL CARVER 

A Romance of the War of 1612 

I. 

AN UNEXPECTED DELIVERANCE 

IT was in the early autumn of the year 1786, 
that, m the city of Dublin, Ireland, three 
hundred of the King's subjects, composed 
mostly of young and middle-aged men, were 
judicially convicted of overt participation in 
an insurrection against the British Govern- 
ment; as a punishment for which they were 
swiftly and mercilessly sentenced to trans- 
portation to Botany Bay, New South Wales, 
(as Austrah'a was then called) an English 
penal colony then in the infancy of its estab- 
lishment — ^the first settlement of convicts hav- 
ing beep made there in the early part of the 
same year as that above-mentioned. Botany 
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Bay, which is a haven of New South Wales, 
had been so named by the famous English 
explorer, Captain James Cook — who by some 
authorities has b^en credited with having dis- 
covered Australia, in the year ITJO — ^because 
of the great variety of new plants observed 
by accompanying botanists, in the vicinity; a 
feature, however, which characterizes not 
only the particular locality mentioned, but the 
island in general. 

On a dark and rain-drizzling day in the 
month of October, of the year 1786, the 
staunch ship Elizabeth lifted her ponderous 
anchors, adjusted her snow-white sails, and 
took her departure from classical Dublin with 
these three hundred involuntary, and mental- 
ly-dejected, passengers, huddled like sheep in 
the safely-secured and vigilantly-^guarded 
hold of their temporary floating prison-house. 
Pathetic, indeed, were the farewells they 
silently bade to the land of their birth, as the 
good ship which bore them hence, moved ma- 
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jestically, with favoring wind and tide, down 
ibhe bay long since made famous in poem and 
ballad — ^a bay, which for magnificence has 
frequently, and not inaptly, been compared 
to the Bay of Naples, in more sunny Italy. 

The captain of the Elizabeth, when but 
a few days out from port — ^indeed, he had 
scarcely passed out of St. George's Channel, 
a body of water which separates Ireland from 
the geographically United Kingdom — resolved, 
contrary to official instructions, and without 
even the usual consultation with the other 
ship's officers, to convey his cargo of human 
freight to the Virginia Plantation, where, in 
accordance with his well-devised plan they 
were to be sold, or bartered, as apprentices; 
or, as in the phraseology of the day this class 
of persons were sometimes termed — redemp- 
tioners. Whether the captain of the English 
ship — ^tradition says his surname was Turner 
— was moved to this resolution by humane, 
or by mercenary considerations, is perhaps 
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known only to himself, and the omniscient 
Maker of us all; certain it is, however, that 
were his resolution carried out he would be 
receiving double compensation for the service 
in which he was engaged — compensation from 
the opulent Government by which he was 
employed, and compensation, also, from the 
Virginia colonists. From the former. Captain 
Turner — for so we will now call him — had al- 
ready received liberal payment for his services 
in "ridding the Kingdom," as his government- 
al employers declared, "of chronic political 
agitators"; and from the Virginia colonists it 
was his deliberate purpose to exact, for his 
ship-load, a sum of money, or its equivalent, 
to be fixed by the shrewd captain himself in 
accordance with their manifested need of ap- 
prentices. In other words it was Captain 
Turner's purpose to drive a "sharp bargain" 
with the King's subjects in Virginia. From 
the foregoing facts, it might, not unreason- 
ably, be inferred, that Captain Turner's motive 
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in the proposed transaction was a purely 
mercenary one. It is charitable, however, to 
presume, that the better nature of this sun- 
browned denizen of the sea revolted against 
the harassing thought of consigning so many 
of his fellow-subjects, among whom were a 
goodly proportion of young men — of whom it 
has been truly said : ^^he fairest flower in the 
garden of creation is a young mind" — to the 
dwarfing and demoralizing experiences of a 
penal colony, without hope of ever again see- 
ing native land and beloved friends; an ex- 
perience which would mean to these trans- 
poiiB, many of whom were persons of educa- 
tion and culture, a living death. It may 
be, that reports of the unmentionable crimes 
against nature practised among the already 
deported convicts of Botany Bay, had reached 
the ears of the English captain; the contem- 
plation of which impelled him to an endeavor 
to wash his hands of participation in the work 
of consigning his fellow- men to even the pos- 
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sibilities of degradation which awaited them. 
In favor of this latter view of the case there 
is no little to be said; for, while Captain 
Turner would, as he may have reasoned, have 
received a handsome additional sum from the 
disposal of his ship-load of transports to the 
Cavalliers of the Virginia Plantation, this 
condition of virtual slavery into which he 
contemplated selling them, was unquestion- 
ably preferable to consignment to the penal 
servitude and hopeless and demoralizing con- 
dition of Botany Bay; and would, without a 
doubt, have been readily chosen by the pro- 
spective victims themselves, had the choice 
been left to them. 

The resolution to proceed to the Virginia 
plantation was no sooner made than, in ac- 
cordance with Captain Turner's orders, the 
course of the ship was altered to a more west- 
erly direction. It is no unmeaning coincidence 
that almost simultaneously with the alteration 
of the ship's course, the heavy clouds that for 
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several days had hung like a black pall over 
the globe, were gradually rolled away, and 
the sun shone forth from a clear blue sky with 
unusual splendor : a phenomenon which con- 
tinued almost without interruption during the 
voyage of the Elizabeth across the trackless 
Atlantic. To attempt to narrate in detail the 
sujfferings, physical and mental, of the three 
hundred transports huddled in the hold of 
the English ship, as she rose and fell with the 
surging waters of the sea, would be to un- 
necessarily harrow the feelings of sympathetic 
readers. 

For some reason — "above the reach and 
ken of mortal apprehension" — this entire ship- 
load of transports were, about three months 
subsequent to their departure from Dublin, 
landed, in a most destitute and otherwise de- 
plorable condition, on the coast of Maine, and 
in that portion of the Pine Tree State now in- 
cluded in the township of Cutler, Washington 
County, which county, as the maps indicate, 
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adjoins the British Province of New Bruns- 
wick on the north and east. 

It was in the middle of an uncommonly 
severe winter that the good ship Elizabeth 
came to anchor in a sheltered cove on the 
rock-bound coast of Cutler, which, as if it had 
been carefully selected by a kind Providence 
in advance, afforded excellent facilities for the 
disembarkation of its sea- tossed and wretched 
occupants ; and here, from sheer necessity and 
not an hour too soon, as it would seem, the 
captain hurriedly turned the almost famish- 
ed transport passengers adrift, in a strange 
country, far from the still fondly-cherished 
homeland, from which they had been cruelly 
torn by the hand of despotic power. Their 
timely release from the floating prison-house, 
in which for a period of several months — 
months that had, as one of them afterward 
thoughtfully remarked: "dragged monoto- 
nously along as if they had been years"-^they 
had been herded like dumb animals; with in- 
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sufficient light, without adequate ventilation, 
amid discomforts almost unbearable owing to 
the wretched sanitary conditions of the place, 
and, with a gradually diminishing supply of 
food — these facts explain the otherwise sur- 
prising circumstance of the entire willingness 
with which these three hundred men obeyed 
the peremptory orders of the ship's officers to 
vacate their quarters, and strike out into the 
surrounding wilderness in midwinter. Over- 
joyed at the sudden realization of having un- 
expectedly escaped transportation to the dread- 
ed Botany Bay, to which they had been judi- 
cially sentenced, and toward which, herded 
in their dimly lighted quarters and without 
means of observation, they had supposed them- 
selves being conveyed, they considered them- 
selves highly fortunate in being liberated, 
even in an unknown country, though the ap- 
parently unbroken wilderness was to become 
their future abode, and wild beasts their pos- 
sible companions. Grateful — deeply so — tg 
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an overruling Providence, for their deliver* 
ance from penal servitude, — a punishment, it 
should be remarked, out of all proportion to 
the offense committed by them — many of the 
more religiously inclined fell on their knees in 
the recently fallen snow, and lifted up their 
hearts in sincere thankfulness to Him who re* 
gardeth with compassionate solicitude the fall 
even of a sparrow; and who had, as they be- 
lieved, directed the EUzdbetKs. prow into the 
quiet haven whither she had brought them. 

Whether Captain Turner remained in free 
America, or returned to his native country to 
risk exposure and punishment for double- 
dealing with his official employers, the read- 
er, it is presumed, will consider a matter of 
minor importance ; but he may be willing to 
join the three hundred disembarked transports 
in the prayer for the captain : 

*'God grant he mc^ke the port, when life is o*er, 
Where storms are hush*d, and billows break no 
more.** 

As might have been expected there was. 
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for a time, great Bufferiog on the part of these 
abandoned transports in the wilderness of 
Maine. For a day or so they found scant, 
though truly appreciated subsistence, upon 
such sea food, as, without facilities for procur- 
ing, they were able to gather; and they had 
cause for the same gratitude as that which 
moved the Plymouth Pilgrims to return thanks 
to the Divine Provider, who had **given them 
to suck of the abundance of the seas and of 
the treasures hid in the sands." 

Their joy knew no bounds when they 
found themselves welcomed by a company of 
friendly Indians of the Passamaquoddy tribe, 
who, from their own limited store of cereals 
and wild game supplied their immediate needs ; 
and, by the temporary loan of furs furnished 
them partial protection from the severe cold, 
thus preventing many of them from perishing. 
As the rigors of the winter season increased, 
and the insufficient store of their swarthy de- 
liverers began to show signs of failure, the 
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disembarked transports reluctantly, and with 
pathetic farewells, — for mutual sujffering had 
made them mutual friend8,separated ; and,act' 
ing upon the wise suggestion of their Indian 
benefactors, scattered in various directions 
among the humane white inhabitants of the 
surrounding region; and being cordially re- 
ceived into their humble, but hospitable homes, 
they were snatched from a horrible fate. Of 
course the story of their sentence to transpor- 
tation, and of the heart harrowing details of 
their tedious voyage across the ocean, were 
again and again related by these rescued tran- 
sports; and the sympathy and kindness of 
their new-found friends were profoundly stir- 
red. The inhabitants of Cutler had so recently 
experienced the effects of British tyranny, as 
to still have a vivid recollection of its terrors; 
and it was no less true then, than now, that — 
**No radiant pearl, which crested fortune wears, 
No gem, that twinkling han^s, from beauty's ears; 
Not the bright stars, which night's blue arch adorn; 
Nor risine sun, that gilds the vernal morn; 
Shim with such lustre as the tear that flows 
Down virtue^ s manly cheek for others^ woes,'* 
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In their comfortable temporary homes 
these enforced emigrants summoned heart to 
slowly fonriulate plans for the future; and 
while they mused, the fires of hope and faith 
began to bum. Anticipatively it may be said 
that in a few years most of them were favor- 
ably settled in Cutler, and vicinity; and the 
exhilarating atmosphere of freedom which 
now, for the first time they breathed, gave a 
strangely new impulse to their lives. Not a 
few of them found a home with the friendly 
Indians who had opportunely succored them ; 
and their blood and even their names have 
survived them to this day amongst the rapidly 
disappearing and now almost extinct race, 
once numerous, — many of whom were highly 
respected and useful citizens of the new re- 
public. 

Amongst the deported three hundred, 
brought across the sea and disembarked, as 
already described, on the rugged coast of a free 
State, was one Gilman Hall Arthur, a native 
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of Dublin, Irelaud. He was about twenty- 
two years of age when he first set foot on 
American soil; he was somewhat stout in 
build, and broad shouldered, and — so it has 
been remarked by his observant new-world 
friends-^was a handsome man, with a bear- 
ing indicating kingly descent. Arthur had 
been liberally educated in his native city) 
having but a few months previous to his sen- 
tence to deportation been graduated, with 
high honors, from the famous Dublin Uni- 
versity, which enjoys the distinction of hav- 
ing been established in the year 1591; in- 
deed, the original University of Dublin was 
founded as early as the year 1320. 

This brilliant young Irishman had been 
designed by his well-to-do and ambitious par- 
ents — his father, so Arthur often remarked, 
was an eminent Dublin barrister; an '^inner 
barrister," or, one who is admitted to plead 
within the bar — for a professional career. 
But his active participation, as the reader 
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has seen, in one of the periodical, and ever 
futile, attempts to shake off English control 
in the Green Isle, had led to his summary 
arrest, trial, conviction, and sentence to de- 
portation; and thus the carefully laid plans 
of his fond parents had been suddenly over- 
turned and their high hopes for their son's 
future shattered. One of the most pathetic 
features of the case was the fact, that young 
Arthur had been ruthlessly torn from a beau- 
tiful and accomplished Irish girl, of excellent 
family, to whom he was betrothed, and whom 
he was soon to have wedded ; indeed, the ar- 
rangements for the much discussed marriage, 
which was to have been a brilliant social 
event, were nearly completed — ^the prepara- 
tion of the prospective bride's trousseau was 
well under way, and the day of the wedding 
practically agreed upon by the contracting 
parties — when the prospective groom, with 
several other Universiiy men, became impli- 
cated in the insurrectionary movement, the 
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failure of which, brought sorrow to many 
hearts, and cast a blight over the life of the 
fair young Irish gprl, from the effects of 
which she never recovered. 

Unknown to Arthur in his new-found 
home in America, at a period of the world's 
history when the means of communication 
between the two widely separated countries 
were very imperfect, his betrothed was bereft 
of reason, and died a few years after the de- 
portation of her lover, in a sadly demented 
condition. It is said, however, that a few 
moments before her decease, and during a 
temporary return of mental lucidity, Kath- 
leen — for this was the girl's christian name — 
raised herself to an almost sitting posture in 
the sick-bed upon which she reposed, and, 
with eyes shining with a strange lustre, and 
peering as it were, into the distance, she ex- 
claimed: * 'Oilman! Gilman !" Exhausted 
from the effort of thus unaided raising her 
emaciated form, she inmiediately sank back 
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Upon her downy pillow, closed her eyes, and, 
with countenance glowing with the splen- 
dor of anticipated glory, was heard to 
confidently whisper : **He will come; yes, he 
will come;" and in a few moments she was at 
rest in death's friendly embrace. 

*'Heav*n had opened wide 
Her ever-during gates — harmonious sound! 
On golden hinges moving.** 

A scarcely less pathetic feature of Ar- 
thur's enforced departure from home, was the 
fact that he had been compelled to leave a 
mother for whom, from his youth, he had 
cherished a profound and unbroken affection; 
and the memory of whose reciprocated ma- 
ternal love, and the ennobling influence of 
whose womanly virtues lingered with him, 
like a good angel, throughout his entire sub- 
sequent career, inspiring some of the choicest 
poetical lines for which, among his new world 
friends, he became famous. It is a matter 
of regret that only a single couplet of Ar- 
thur's poetry has, so far as is known, been pre- 
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served; and these are so touching in their 
deep pathos as to be worthy of citation : 

**0h, where is my mother who watched o*er my 

childhood! 
Oh, where is that bosom friend who was dearet 

than life!" 

It is thought by somd who are conver- 
sant with the circumstances of young Ar- 
thur's deportation, that the second line of the 
above couplet refers to his betrothed, from 
whom he had been torn. The reader is, how* 
ever, left free to form his own opinion in the 
matter. Certain it is that whether betrothed 
or mother was in the author's thought, when 
the second line of the couplet was penned, the 
allusion, in view of all the circumstances of 
the case, is of the most touching cbaracteri 
and illustrates in the most impressive manner 
the immortality of the heart's affection, as 
expressed in the lines of one of our best known 
poets: 

**But love is indestructible, 
Its holy flame for ever bumeth. 
From heaven it came, to heaven retumeth.*' 
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The early settlers of eastern Maine were 
not slow in discovering: the superior educa- 
tional attainments of young Arthur; and 
hence he was soon in demand as a tutor in 
the better circumstanced families of that 
region, and later, as a teacher of private 
schools. It was during the year 1787 — 
about a twelve-month after his arrival in 
America — that this young Irish tutor found 
his way to Machias, situated a few miles to 
the westward of Cutler. Arthur's fame as a 
tutor had preceded him to Machiad; hence 
he experienced no difficulty in the endeavor 
to establish himself as an instructor in his 
new home. It may have been late in the 
year 1787, after having for a few months 
been employed as a family tutor, that, at the 
earnest solicitation of some of the better-to-do 
families of Machias having children who had 
outgrown the district schools, he opened a 
private school in the northern village; so- 
called, from the fact that the village of 
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Macbias is divided, by the river of the same 
name, into two sections— that on the north* 
erly side of the stream bein^ known as the 
^ ^northern village"; and that on the southerly 
side, as ' 'Dublin," since, of this latter section 
of the village, one of its leading citizens was 
a native of the famous University city of 
Dublin, Ireland. Arthur's private school 
was held in the unfinished, spare room of 
some dweller's tenement; and during the 
vacation season of the town schools, in the 
rude village school-house-«the first, by the 
way, to be erected in Machias, which stood 
on the site now occupied by the locally well- 
known **Don worth Block." The interior of 
this school house consisted of rough wood- 
work; the seats were roughly constructed; 
and the room was wanned — the word "heat- 
ed " would, in this connection, be a misnomep 
— by a box stove of the English type. 

The impoverished condition of the people 
of Maohias in general, and, indeed, of th^ 
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entire county, at the close of the War of the 
Bevolution, had necessitated the cutting down 
of the district school appropriations to the 
minimum point; so that these schools which 
bad formerly been kept open for at least half 
the year, were now in session but a few weeks 
during the winter season. The grade of teach- 
ers employed in these district schools was, 
also, such as to discourage the attendance of 
the more advanced class of pupils. A private 
school for the instruction of advanced pupils, 
was, therefore, a necessity rather than a lux- 
ury; and the parents who were able to patron- 
ize such a school, hailed with unfeigned de- 
light the advent of the handsome young Irish 
Master from the University of Dublin. If 
Arthur's settlement in Machias was a highly 
fortunate event for himself, it was, also, pe- 
culiarly opportune to the lads and lasses of 
that extreme frontier New England town, who 
were ambitious for higher education. During 
Arthur's residence of several years at Machi- 
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as, be was loyally sustained iu bis efforts — 
not always well-directed, it must be conceded 
— to instruct and train for future usefulness 
tbe youtb entrusted to bis care. Even after 
be bad acquired — or was it a case of resump- 
tion? — babits, and developed peculiarities, 
wbicb, it is certain, did not enbance bis effi- 
ciency as an instructor, tbe generous-minded 
people were disposed to overlook and virtually 
condone bis weaknesses, and excuse bis ^^ec- 
centricities.'' It was tbese weaknesses and 
peculiarities tbat effectually barred Artbur's 
entrance into larger and more lucrative fields 
of effort, wbicb be was otberwise abundantly 
qualified to occupy. **0, tbat men sbould 
put an enemy into tbeir moutbs, to steal away 
tbeir brains I" 
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ARTHUR'S PRIVATE SCHOOL 

THE private school of Gilman H. Arthur, 
in picturesque Machias, is in session, 
with a full attendance of youth of both sexes. 
tt is forenoon of a beautiful day in the month 
of June of the year 1791. One of the junior 
classes in reading is standing before the rude 
desk of the Master — ^and mast^ of the school 
he was! for with a **rod of iron," or, more 
literally speaking, as we shall in due season 
learn, with the big "round wooden ruler," 
supplemented by a fresh*kept birch switch, he 
governed his school; consisting, during its 
most flourishing period, of fifty odd pupils, 
ranging in age from eight to fifteen years. 

Several of the class above-mentioned had 
already performed in a commendable manner, 
the task required of them on the morning in 
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qnestioD. Ad the next pupil in order of reci- 
tation hesitated somewhat about continuing 
the exercise, the Master impetuously burst 
forth in speech that startled the entire group 
of pupils before him, causing tears to start 
from the eyes of several of the girls : 

**Well ! Well !— for what are you halt- 
ing, Thompson? Qo on with your reading! 
There are no bears in the schoolroom this 
bright morning, that you should be fright- 
ened out of your wits 1 '* 

In extenuation, at least, of the Master's 
irascibility on this occasion, it should be re- 
marked, that on the previous evening he had 
dissipated ; not only as regards the late hours 
observed, but in the too generous use of that 
which ever, in the case of a person of his 
highly nervous temperament, invariably con- 
duces to irritability. Frightened out of the 
hesitating mood in which he found himself on 
that June morning, owing to a severe oral 
castigation received from the Master on the 
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previous day, the sensitive boy was thrown 
over to the opposite extreme — that of precipi- 
tate haste, and so at a double-quick rate of 
utterance he started oflE with: **How now 
Tubal what news from Qinneo? " This was 
too much for the fastidious literary tastes of 
the Master; and, seizing a newly-procured 
birch switch lying conveniently on the desk at 
his right, he exclaimed, in tones and manner 
that fearfully cut up the already affrighted 
lad: 

** Why! Would you gallop like a mad 
horse through these charming lines? '' 

No reply being given by the trembling 
pupil, the Master fairly e3q>loded with uncon- 
cealed rage. Raising the tightly-grasped 
birch, and beating the air with it with great 
violence, he continued: 

** I'll Ginneo you, sir I You disgrace the 
whole school I You bring discredit — discred- 
it, Thompson, — upon your instructor! Go 
home, and advise your father" (his father was 
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a sea-captain, and the owner of a small farm) 
**to teach you caboose cooking! You are 
lacking in the very instincts of a reader ! " 

Apparently regardless of the stinging, 
and cruel rebuke — although the latter was 
not intended by the impetuous, but kmd'heart* 
ed, pedagogue — the boy again essayed to read 
the lines; this time with tremulous voice, and 
with a painful pause between each word. 
** How — now — Tubal — " The boy was per- 
mitted to proceed no further; for the irate 
Master suddenly interrupted him with the ex- 
clamation : 

" Thompson, will you ever learn to read? 
Alas! Never! First you gallop through 
these lines like a mare with a firebrand tied to 
her bushy tail, and then you flounder through 
them like a horse on three legs, and one of 
those in a crippled condition. To your seat, 
you red-headed little heathen! A teacher's 
effort is wasted on such pupils! Tou are 
better adapted to driving your father's pigs 
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to water, than to the fine art of reading." 
As the terrified boy started toward his 
seat, almost stumbling over a crack in the 
floor, the excited Master, with the ready birch 
gave him a short, sharp cut on the bare calves 
of his legs, that sent him writhing and whim- 
pering away, completely crushed in spirit by 
the severe method and manners of his impet- 
uous instructor. As the broken-up pupil 
reached his seat, an older brother, about 
fifteen years of age, who sat beside him, at- 
tempted to soothe him. The agitated peda- 
gogue glanced in the direction of the two pu- 
pils, just as the older brother, **Jed," was 
cuddling the younger, ** Willie," up to his 
side. Quicker than the occurrence can be re- 
lated the now enraged Master seized the big 
round wooden ruler lying in ignominious in- 
activity on the desk, and, with a degree of 
force sufficient to have felled an ox, hurled it 
across the school-room (a death-like stillness 
pervading the sohool as they took in the situ- 
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ation) in close proximity to the condoling 
brother's head — purposely, however, missing 
the object of his wrath. Arthur, as the 
"aforesaid" feat illustrates, was an adept in 
the handling of a stick; having, as common 
report says, acquired his skill at the Tipperary 
Fairs, in whose proverbial skrimmages he had, 
in his younger days, been a frequent and 
highly successful participant. It must be 
confessed, however, that he had carried oflP 
many wounds about the head and face, the 
traces of all of which had not, even at the 
period under present consideration, fully dis- 
appeared. Indeed, it could have been said of 
Arthur, as Dickens represents Captain Cuttle 
to have remarked concerning Jack Bunsby : 
" He is the most beat about the head of any 
man I ever met." "Captain Cuttle," says 
an intelligent commentator on Dickens, 
"meant it as a compliment to his revered 
friend, who had cudgeled his brains to make 
them give out their wisdom as a cow gives 
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down her milk." The Irish Master, however, 
seems not to have profited in the matter of 
acquiring wisdom, from his Tipperary experi- 
ences, as the reader is already beginning to 
discover. The big round ruler, as if project- 
ed from a catapult, slammed, side on, against 
the opposite wall, with a rattling concussion 
that forced an **0h! My!!" from not a few 
of the girls; whose nerves received a shock, 
from the eflfects of which they did not soon 
recover. As the ruler left the Master's right 
hand, he sang out at the top of his voice, to 
the pupils whose necks had almost irresistibly 
turned to observe the effect of this not infre- 
quent rule- hurtling feat : 

** To your tasks, every one of you ; or I'll 
send the round ruler straight at your curious 
heads, and not at the wooden wall over yon- 
der!" 

This forceful, though far from elegant, 
reprimand, produced its natural effect, and 
immediately every pupil in his seat, save two, 
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was afi^ain intent upon his task. Not so, how- 
ever, the two brothers whose self-respect had 
been so outraged ; for, during the momentary 
tumult following the episode just described, 
**Jed," the elder brother, suddenly seized the 
younger's hand, and with deep indignation 
mirrored on his pallid countenance, hastened 
out of the school- room, before their exit could 
be prevented by the now somewhat composed 
pedagogue. In vain Master Arthur shouted 
after the fleeing brothers to return, first in 
tones of command, and then in tones of ap- 
peal ; for onward they hastened in the direO' 
tion of home, resolved to report the whole 
affair to their parents. 

As the Master returned to his desk, from 
the doorway, where he had stood several 
minutes, watching the disappearing forms of 
the offended pupils, he observed the quickly 
suppressed titter of some of the younger and 
more thoughtless members of the school; 
whereupon he exclaimed, half in anger, half 
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In sorrow over the unfortunate culmination of 
the impetuous rebuke administered to Willie 
Thompson t 

'* Titter, will you, at otie who is endeav* 
oring to make of you men and women who 
shall do credit to the world in which you are 
to live? " and then, as anger began to reas- 
sert itself, in a tone of command, he contin* 
ued: 

** To your tasks, now, or I'll dismiss you 
to the tender mercies of your parents, to grow 
up into mature dunces." 

These words seemed to touch the sense 
of self-respect of the thoughtless pupils, and 
quiet soon reigned again in the recently dis- 
turbed school. 

Master Arthur had for several days been 
anticipating a promised visit to his school in 
the afternoon, from Parson Lyon, the venera- 
ble and greatly beloved pastor of the village 
church; and, recognizing the need of pouring 
oil on the troubled waters of the school, as a 
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preparation for the presence of so distin- 
guished a personage;— for Arthur, whatever 
his faults, cherished the old-world veneration 
for the Gk>8pel minister— he made a diplomat- 
ic, but generally satisfactory apology, for the 
somewhat unusual exhibition of irascibility 
on the part of their instructor, as witnessed 
that morning by the pupils. 

The school in general was also assisted 
to a condition of good humor by the unique 
manner in which the class in Geography was 
conducted, the exercise with which it was 
customary to close the forenoon session. 

** Class * B ' in G^eography, come for- 
ward," was the Master's subdued command, 
after the somewhat abrupt dismissal of the 
interrupted class in Beading; and, quietly and 
in excellent order the class in Orography 
came forward, and soon were arranged in or- 
der before the teacher's desk. 

It may be here remarked, that in the 
early days of which our story treats, and par- 
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ticularly in the frontier New England settle- 
ment in which its scenes are mostly laid, even 
the district schools had but few text-books; 
and in Master Arthur's private school in Ma- 
chias, there were less than in the avera^ 
school of the period. It was, therefore, no 
mere figure of speech employed for ornamental 
rather than practical purposes, but literally 
true, that, as a graduate of this famous school 
has sinceremarked of his eccentric instruct- 
or: *^ He taught his pupils out of his head." 
This he was fully qualified, by reason of the 
superior educational advantages he had re- 
ceived at home^ to do. To a great extent he 
imparted his instruction orally — some of the 
older pupils, it is true, committing it to writ- 
ing for future reference — ^and his pupils were 
expected to repeat from memory what was 
thus taught them. It is a fact which well 
deserves mention, as a compliment to the effi- 
ciency of this Irish Master's system of instruc- 
tion, that from his private school in Machias, 
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there went out into life's arena some of the 
most thoroughly educated and accomplished 
men and women of the Pine Tree State; not 
a small proportion of whom subsequently at- 
tained to eminence in professional and civic 
and commercial circles. To be more explicit, 
it may be said, that among the graduates of 
Master Arthur's private school were women 
who became well versed in the British classics j 
the impetus to which attainments was i^ 
ceived from the instructions of the accom- 
plished Dublin University scholar. Othef 
women, who had enjoyed Master Arthur's 
instructions, became skillful in the art of draw- 
ing and of painting from nature; and not a 
few wrote verses of rare poetic merit. An 
old resident of the county once remarked : 

** Two winters' schooling by Master Ar- 
thur, the almost sole teacher of our fathers 
and mothers, who * taught oat of his head,' 
with scarcely a text-book of any kind, aad 
who was not always in a condition to give his 



Digitized by 



Google 



PHIL CARVER 35 



best wits to his work, seemed to go further 
towards making educated men and women 
than ten years' drill summer and winter in a 
little library of text-books of * science made 
easy.'" 

There were a few pupils in Master Ar- 
thur's school who, partly, at least, for lack of 
suitable encouragement at home, failed to ad- 
equately profit by his superior scholarship; as 
the following episode will illustrate : 

" What is the shape of the earth we in- 
habit ? " was the initial question propounded 
to the class in Geography, by Master Arthur, 
who had now regained, almost entirely, his 
usual self-composure. 

** Bound, sir, like an orange," was the 
prompt response of Phillips Carver, the young- 
est son of the leading physician of Machias. 
Phil Carver, as he was generally called, was 
a handsome boy of twelve years of age, and 
one of the brightest scholars in the school; a 
scholar in whom Master Arthur was specially 
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interested, and whom he was fond of exhibit- 
ing on **state occasions." Phil Carver, it 
may also be said, was one of the pets of the 
Master, although the latter studiously avoided 
making this apparent; and he succeeded, per- 
haps, so far as the casual observer was con- 
cerned. There were those in the school, how- 
ever, who were not blind to the Master's favor- 
itism ; but as Phil was a favorite in the school, 
and throughout the village, because of his 
genial disposition and generous impulses, no 
one thought of the Master's favoritism except 
as a matter of course. 

''What!" exclaimed the Master, in 
feigned surprise; **what di^ you say. Car-- 
ver ? " It was the Master's desire to have 
Phil repeat the a^swer so as to impress th^ 
point involved the more indelibly upon tb© 
minds of a few dull pupils in the class. 

** Round, sir, like an orange; round;'* 
repeated Phil, with noticeable emphasis upoi^ 
the wo^d "roimd." 
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** Right, my lad; quite right," proudly 
remarked the Master. "Round; not flat, as 
the mediaaval scholars insisted; but round, 
like an orange; or, like your curly head, eh?" 

" Yes, sir," immediately responded Phil, 
oblivious to the personal comparison sprung 
upon him by Master Arthur. This compli- 
ment was not unnoticed, neither was it unap- 
preciated, by Sophia Famum, one of the class 
then reciting. Her dark eyes fairly danced 
with delight, as the words fell upon her quick 
ears; and in the effort to conceal her emotion 
from several pairs of eyes that were speedily 
fixed upon her, a series of blushes, — 

** Playful blushes, that seemed nought 
But luminous escapes of thought,** — 

passed over her beautiful face; confirming in 
the minds of observant pupils the not recently 
received impression, that between Phil Carver 
and Sophia Farnum there existed something 
more than mere friendly relations. 

** How is the roundness of the earth 
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proven?" further inquired the well- pleased 
interrogator. 

•• By the fact," began Phil Carver, with- 
out waiting to be designated as the pupil to 
answer this second question ; and then sud- 
denly realizing his haste, he abruptly stepped, 
much to the good-natured amusement of the 
class, now becoming deeply interested in the 
exercises. 

" You may complete the answer, Phil," 
kindly remarked the Master; "we are will- 
ing to listen to you." 

** By the fact, sir," continued the slightly 
abashed pupil, for Phil Carver was a sensi- 
tively organized boy ; " by the fact, that when 
a vessel is approaching a point of land on 
which an observer stands, the upper sails first 
show, then the lower sails, and lastly the hull 
of the oncoming vessel, which at the first 
sight, is invisible." 

"Carver," exclaimed the Master, whose 
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face was now glowing with delight, **you 
have given a most excellent answer. '* 

** Master," broke out one of the younger 
members of the class, as he held his hand 
high in the air to attract attention, and to 
make the interf'uption seem less abruptr^ 
'• Well, what is it, lad ? Speak quickly, for 
the noon-hour is approaching," replied the 
slightly irritated Madter. 

** My father says"— -and the whole de- 
meanor of the eight-year-old boy indicated 
unbounded confidence in his father's knowl- 
edge of the subjectr— " the earth is flat." 

** Well, your father must be flat-headed 
for believing it; and should be ashamed to 
impart such a piece of nonsense to a boy," 
Was the impatient remark of Master Arthur. 
•* But," continued Arthur, disposed, on second 
thought, to aflPord the disconcerted pupil op- 
portunity to justify his father's theory — " my 
lad, how does your illustrious father attempt 
to prove that the earth is flat ? " 
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" He says," replied the lad, whose confi- 
dence was returning to him, " that the earth^* 
*-by this time every eye in the class was fixed 
upon the pupil who presumed to question the 
Master*s erudition—** can*t be round; for if it 
Were round the water Would fall out of our 
Wells every night." 

The quick-witted Irish Master now re- 
solved to bring the subject of the earth'd 
form home to this misinstructed lad, whose 
unkempt, bushy hair exhibited a neglect that 
aroused suspicion of the presence of live stock, 
foreign to the cranium of well-combed juven- 
ile heads. He wished, also, to rivet the fact 
of the earth^s roundness into the memory of 
his entire school, which, at this point in the 
exercise, were, with scarcely an exception, 
listening with rapt attention ; so that it should 
never again, in the school-room at least, be 
questioned. In tones that could be distinctly 
heard in the furthest comer of the room, Ar* 
thur said : 
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" If the water in your wise father's wells 
would run out every night if the earth were 
round — and it is round, r-o-u-n-d (spelling 
out the word as if he were just learning to 
spell it}, round ; do you hear, lad ? round as 
an orange; rounder than your learned father's 
head,— how is that when you lay your bushy 
head on the pillow at night, how is it that the 
lice; singular, pediculus {humanus) capitis^ 
do not fall oflP on the pillow-case, instead of 
Coming to school with you next morning and 
dancing Irish jigs in your uncombed hair ?" 

This ingenious demolishmeut, by the Mas- 
ter, of the argument *^that the earth can't be 
round," convulsed the school in uproarious 
laughter (in which Arthur joined as heartily 
as the pupils), that had not fully subsided 
wh6n the noon-hour arrived. 

As class * B ' in Q-eography filed up the 
aisles to their respective seats, Master Arthur 
remarked to the confused lad, at whose ex- 
pense the school had been enjoying a little 
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amusement: ^'Jimmie, if you should roll off 
the earth — ^the round earth — on your way 
home to dinner this noon-hour, don't forget 
to shake a good-by to your schoolmates; and 
say, Jimmie, send us back a message telling 
where you landed, whether in Hottentot, or 
in a Boston bean-pot, will ye ? " 

In a few minutes the school-room was 
quiet, with no occupants save the rats and 
mice, which thrived on the remnants of lunch- 
eons daily left in the seats by some of the 
younger pupils. 

It may be remarked that meditative 
"Jimmie" reached home without having 
rolled off the earth, and with confidence in his 
father's infallibility somewhat shaken. He 
atie his dinner in silence, speaking not a word 
concerning the object lesson he had received 
at the morning school session. 
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A DISTINGUISHED VISITOR. 

PROMPTLY at the appointed hour — one 
o'clock P. M. — the private school of Mas- 
ter Arthur was in session again. After the 
walk home to dinner and back, with the usual 
frolics along the way, the pupils were mostly 
in goodhumor. When order was restored, 
Master Arthur reminded the school of the 
anticipated visit of Parson Lyon; and, with 
a few well-directed remarks that put the pu- 
pils on their good behavior, for the afternoon, 
at least, he opened the exercises of the session. 
One of the classes of smaller pupils had been 
heard, and another of the more advanced 
classes in reading was standing, ready for 
work, before the Master's desk, when a sharp 
rap on the inner door was heard. Parson 
Lyon invariably carried a heavy cane with a 
solid silver head ; and of this he was accus- 
tomed to make use in seeking admission to 
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houses other than his own. It has been said 
that several ferocious village dogs had been 
subdued by the faithful application of the 
Parson's cane to their sides; inconsequence 
of which they henceforth gave him a wide 
berth. It will not be uninteresting to readers 
to learn that this cane had been fashioned fo^ 
the Parson by one of his admiring parishioi^- 
ers, from a portion of the mast of the British 
armed schooner '^ Margaretta," which, subse- 
quently to being ** beached " on Middle River 
the morning after her capture, was cut away, 
as a means of crippling her for furt|ier pse 
by the British, in the event of her recapture 
by them. On opening the inner door, there 
stood the expected visitor, whose coming \va9 
always welcomed, with his face wreathed 
with a smile which at once diffused a warm 
sunshine throughout the room — ^a sunshine 
that lingered in the hearts of the pupils even 
after his departure. Parson Lyon v^as cpurt- 
eously ushered iqto the schpoVroom, and, 
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after the usual greetings, was offered the best 
seat available on a platform slightly elevated 
above the floor, from which he could witness 
to good advantage the exercises of the occa- 
sion. 

Rev. James Lyon had been pastor of the 
village church, which was of the Congrega- 
tional order, since the year 1771, a period of 
twenty years. During the war of the Revo- 
lution, in which Machias played a conspicuous 
and highly honorable part, Mr. Lyon had 
been a leading spirit, being repeatedly chosen 
as a member of the local Committee of Cor- 
respondence and Safety. As a member of 
this committee he manifested a spirit of dar- 
ing which won the admiration of the commu- 
nity and made him the objeet of British 
hatred. He was a man of more than ordi- 
nary native ability, and of superior educational 
attainments, having been graduated from 
Princeton College, Newark, New Jersey. 
Under his faithful ministrations, the church 



Digitized by 



Google 



46 PHIL CARVER 

he had so long served had become a positive 
religious force in the community; it is no 
matter of surprise, therefore, that Parson 
Lyon should have been belove<l and revered 
by the people of Machias. He had the con- 
fidence of all classes in community. At the 
period of his visit to Master Arthur's private 
school, of which the present chapter speaks, 
Parson Lyon was well advanced in life, and 
a little stooped in form ; and the snow-white 
hair, which Mrs. Lyon daily, and with scru- 
pulous care, arranged in queue form, added 
to his otherwise venerable appearance. 

Whenever Master Arthur wished to "ex- 
hibit" the proficiency of his school, it was his 
habit to call up the class in reading which, at 
the hour of Parson Lyon's visit, occupied the 
floor. This class included some of the bright- 
est pupils in the school, among whom were 
Phil Carver, Sophia Famum, and Jerry 
Bryant, Jr. 

Sophia Famum, who has already been 
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Introduced to the notice of readers, was a 
girl of about thirteen years of age, whose 
parents resided at Columbia, a lumber settle- 
ment situated a few miles to the west of 
Machias. During the school term she board- 
ed in the family of Judge Stephen Johnson, 
who lived in a neat cottage, of an orange or 
old gold color, at the foot of Center Street, in 
the northern village. Sophia Farnum enjoyed 
the reputation— and no one presumed to dis- 
pute her right to it— K)f being the handsomest 
girl in the county; and she was a general 
favorite. Sophia^s father — Captain Joel Far- 
num — was the owner of several sailing ves- 
sels, two or three of which made frequent 
trips each year between Jonesport and Boston. , 
Captain Faruum^s intimate business relations 
with Boston merchants gave him an advan- 
tage in the purchase of such commodities as 
could be used in his family. Mrs. Farnum 
occ€isionally accompanied her husband on his 
trips to Boston, where she selected, from 
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a much larger assortment than the county 
stores afforded, the dress goods and other fab* 
rics needed for herself and daughter, and 
these were purchased at materially reduced 
rates. Sophia being the only daughter, it 
was her mother's ambition to have her present 
•'a good appearance" among her associates* 
The result was that the variety and beauty of 
Sophia Farnum's dresses, and general outfit, 
indeed, was the envy of not a few of the girls 
in the county. 

''Parson," remarked the Master, when 
ready to proceed with the class exercisOj 
"books in this school are scarce; so I cannot 
oflfer you one without depriving the class of 
the means of conducting the exercises required 
of them. This is rendered the less embar- 
rassing to me by the persuasion, that to one so 
well acquainted with the classical selection to 
be read, a book would really be a superfluity. 
This selection consists of a portion of the 
famous dialogue from Shakespeare's play of 
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Julius Ccesar^ between Brutus and Cassius." 
Phil Carver and Sophia Famum had 
been designated by Master Arthur to read this 
dialogue, with which they were familiar, as 
the representatives of the class in the art of 
reading; and, at a signal mutually understood 
by Master and pupils, Phil and Sophia stepped 
a few parses to the front of the class, where 
they would be in full view of the Parson. 
Phil Carver with his right hand, and Sophia 
Famum with her left, held the book before 
them at a suitable distance, and at the proper 
angle that would not interfere with their 
voices while reading. As they stood there, side 
by side, awaiting the signal from the Master to 
proceed, Phil and Sophia presented a picture 
worthy the best eflfort of the artist to portray 
upon canvas. Both were tall, and somewhat 
slender in build. Each was blessed above the 
generality of mortals with rare beauty of 
countenance; and both possessed faces full of 
intelligence of a high order. To the careful 
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observer Sophia's was the stronger face of 
the two, exhibiting a depth of feeling, and a 
decision of character, relatively lacking in the 
face of Phil Carver; but in the face of the 
latter there were visible, particularly in the 
full round lips, the marks of generous im- 
pulses and high aspirations. Phil had been 
designated to represent the part of Brutus, 
and Sophia that of Cassius, in the dialogue. 
The truly interesting pair had stood before the 
class but a few moments in expectancy, when 
they received the signal to proceed. They 
began with the words : 

** Cassius.—ThBt yon have wronged me doth ap- 
pear in this : You have condemned and noted 
Lucius Pella for taking bribes here of the 
Sardians.*' 

As the dialogue proceeded, the two pupils 
became more and more absorbed in the selec- 
tion, and brought out with great clearness and 
force the sentinaent of the author. The Mas- 
ter's eyes sparkled With unfeigned delight 
over the proficiency of the two youthful read- 
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ers. During a momentary pause in the read- 
ing, where the proper expression of the 
thoughts required it, Parson Lyon forgot him- 
self, and in tone audible to the class exclaimed : 
*' Admirable I" The dialogue was promptly 
resumed, and under the stimulus of the Mas- 
ter's approving smiles, and the distinguished 
visitor's exclamatory appreciation, the readers 
were inspired to increased effort in the render- 
ing of the classical lines they were interpret- 
ing. They had reached the lines beginning: 

** Brutus.— Shetiihe your daggers : 
Be angry wlien thou wilt, it shall liave scope ; 
Do what you will, dishonor shall be honor. 
O, Cassius, you are yoked with a lamb 
That carries anger as the flint bears fire ; 
Who, much entorced, shows a hasty spark, 
And straight is cold again. 

Cassius.— Haih Cassius lived 
To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 
When grief, and blood ill-tempered, vexeth 
him? 

JBrutus.— When I spoke that, I was ill-tempered 
too. 

Cassius, — Do you confess as much? Give me 
your hand. 

Brutus.— AxiA my heart tea** 

At the conclusion of the closing lines x>f 
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the dialogue, tears could be observed slowly 
trickling down Sophia's cheeks — tears of an- 
ticipative joy; for she was peering into the 
future, and picturing, in her vivid imagina- 
tion, the hour when her young life should be 
indissolubly joined, not in play, but in reality, 
with the handsome youth beside whom she 
stood. On the countenance of Phil Carver, 
whose quick eye had observed the glistening 
tears, that stood like precious pearls on So- 
phia's cheeks, there was an expression of pe- 
culiar satisfaction. Those who saw these un- 
mistakable manifestations of mutual emotion, 
were at no loss for an explanation of the cause. 
That there existed a peculiarly tender relation 
between these two youths, there was no doubt. 
With deep interest the members of the class, 
composed mostly of youth of the same age 
as Phil Carver and Sophia Famum, witnessed 
the scene, and behind the language spoken in 
play, they discerned reality. Parson Lyon's 
experienced eye was not slow in taking in the 
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situation; and if bis benignant countenance 

was an accurate index of bis mind, be was 

inwardly exclaiming : ' * Heaven's blessing rest 

upon tbese bappy youtb ; and may tbe boly 

passion already aroused in tbeir young bearts 

be fanned into an abiding flame I " 

** Cassius.—O Brutus ! 

Brutus, — What's the matter? 
Cassitis^—Hsiye you not love enough to bear with 
me 
When that rash humor which my mother gave 

me 
Makes me forgetful? 
Brutus, — Yes, Cassius ; and henceforth, 
When you are over-earnest with your Brutus, 
He*ll think your mother chides, and leave you 
so." 

Tbe reading exercise was over; and tbe 
class was dismissed, eacb member passing 
quietly, but meditatively, to bis seat. Otber 
classes were called up during tbe afternoon 
reflected credit upon tbemselves, and upon 
tbeir instructor. 

During tbe sbort intermission granted 
tbe scbool. Parson Lyon personally compli- 
mented Sopbia Farnum, and Pbil Carver, and 
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other pupils who had excelled in the afternoon 
recitations. He also offered an encouraging 
word to many of the pupils with whom he 
was able, during the brief time allowed him 
to speak. After the school was again called 
to order, Parson Lyon was invited to address 
the pupils; and, rising slowly from his seat, 
he opened his remarks with a well-deserved 
compliment to the Master's proficiency as an 
instructor, as indicated by the excellent reel* 
tations to which he had listened; and ex- 
pressed the hope that his faithfulness, 
'*though perhaps occasionally overstrained," 
would be appreciated by those who were per- 
mitted to enjoy *'the rare privilege of his in- 
struction." As the discreet Parson referred 
to the * 'overstrained faithfulness" of the Mas- 
ter, he glanced with a significant twinkle of 
his eye, toward Arthur, who, during the Par- 
son's remarks, seemed to have fallen into a 
peculiarly contemplative mood. Mr. Lyon, 
in the most delicate manner, then referred to 
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the touching scene witnessed during the read- 
ing of the Shakespearean selection, closing 
his sdlusion to the episode with the words: 
•* May the tender relation existing between 
these two youths be permanent, and ripen in- 
to mature and undying affection ! '* 

Having not infrequently, heard from 
sources the reliability of which could not well 
be questioned, that Master Arthur was at 
times somewhat severe in his methods of gov^ 
erning his school; and, wishing to give him 
a friendly hint to be more considerate in deal- 
ing with his pupils, the Parson inquired : 

*' Which of the rules, my lads — " and 
then, turning toward Arthur, he adroitly re- 
marked-^*' I will not make this inquiry with- 
out the acquiescence of the worthy Master.*' 

As there was, under the circumstances, 
but one thing for Arthur to do, which was to 
acquiesce in the suggested inquiry, he prompt- 
ly nodded his assent; surmising, of course, 
what was coming, and, because of his vene- 
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ration for the Parson, willing to receive the 
intended rebuke. 

'* Which of the rules of the school, my 
lads, do you like the best?'* continued the 
Parson. 

'* I can tell you, sir," spoke up a round- 
faced boy of twelve years of age — it was 
Jerry liryant, Jr. 

'* Well, my chubby faced lad, which rule 
is it you like best?" said Parson Lyon; 
'* speak up so we can all hear." 

'* I like all the rules of the school, save 
one," replied Jerry, his countenance lighted 
up with a contagious good humor. 

**You like all the rules of the school, 
save one, eh? Well, I must remark, that 
you are an exceptionally satisfied pupil, to like 
all the rules of the school, save one. I trust 
you are a fair representative of the sentiment 
of Master Arthur's school concerning rules." 

The smile that played over the Master's 
face, which Parson Lyon had been intently 
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Watching, was quickly construed by the latter 
into an implied assent to a continuance of the 
dialogue. 

** Which one is that, Jerry?" inquired 
the Parson, who now saw the accomplishment 
of his end in view, without the stirring of ill- 
feeling. 

'* The big round rule," was Jerry's quick 
response, glancing at the Master to discover 
the effect of his answer. 

The Parson, from his elevated point of 
view, could not have failed of seeing the 
pleasant smile on the faces of the pupils, as 
Jerry Bryant, Jr., who was a 'great favorite 
among them, sang out, with no uncertain 
force, his reply. Jerry's answer was just 
what Parson Lyon had been skillfully angling 
for. It is almost superfluous to say, that it 
was the rule-hurtling performances of Master 
Arthur of which the good Parson had most 
frequently heard, and to which he wished, in 
particular, to draw attention. 
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** Have you any reason, my lad, for per* 
sonally disliking the big round ruler ? " slyly 
inquired Parson Lyon. 

With a broad smile illuminating his 
chubby face, that allayed in no small meas- 
ure, the now evident irritation of the Master^ 
Jerry replied: "No, sir; I have no personal 
complaint to enter against the big round ruler 
— but some of the pupils — ^well, they may an- 
swer for themselves." 

The fact is, Jerry Bryant, Jr*, was one 
of those boys who, either because of his ex- 
ceptional goodness, or more likely because of 
his exceptional good-nature and superb tact^ 
seldom got into trouble, and when he did, he 
had the faculty of escaping chastisement; he 
was, as one of his schoolmates has since re- 
marked, "the most unpunished boy amongst 
Master Arthur's half hundred." 

The wily Parson having accomplished his 
object, which was to indirectly administer a 
mild rebuke to Master Arthur, with whom he 
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was on the most intimate terms, pursued the 
subject of the '^ big round ruler'' no further ; 
except, with splendid tact to remark : 

'* Well, my good lads, the big round ruler, 
bear in mind, is designed, not for the obedient 
and the studious, but for the disobedient and 
the unfaithful. Be obedient and studious, 
and you will not deserve the big round ruler 
used on your behalf. There are few schools 
in America, I assure you, that enjoy the priv- 
ilege of being taught by a graduate of the 
famous Dublin University; and while you 
have the opportunity offered you, I trust you 
will suitably improve it. I shsdl remember 
my visit to this school wiih rare pleasure, and 
I sincerely hope none will regret it." Bid- 
ding Master and pupils an affectionate *^good 
afternoon," Parson Lyon departed, leaving 
an excellent impression upon the hearts of all. 

^^Jimmie" Damon, who, at the morning 
session had attempted to revive the theory 
of the earth's flatness, did not return for the 
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afternoon session. In the evening he minutely 
reported to his parents Master Arthur's prac- 
tical demonstration of the earth's roundness, 
at his expense. This recital provoked his 
mother to a still hunt through the boy's bushy 
head, with results that astonished the perse- 
vering hunter, relieved the field of .operations, 
and, faithfully followed for a few days, gave 
"Jimmie" a better standing thenceforth 
among his hitherto shy schoolmates. So the 
severe method employed by Master Arthur in 
dealing with '*Jimmie" at the morning ses- 
sion, not only **fixed a point" in physical Or- 
ography, but led to a sorely-needed renova- 
tion of preoccupied territory. 

Among the secrets subsequently divulged 
by a younger brother, who slept in the same 
trundle-bed with **Jimmie," was the fact, that 
on the night following the object lesson in 
Geography, the latter lay awake for an hour or 
more after being '*tucked up" by their fond 
mother, engaged in experimenting with a 
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view to ascertain whether **the things in his 
hair that bite," rolled off on his pillow; and 
when, after due trial, it was discovered that 
they did not roll off, but '' held their ground," 
he seriously began to question the theory of 
the earth's flatness. And when, for several 
mornings following, he found the water had 
not fallen out of his father's wells, he was 
won clear over to Master Arthur's belief that 
"the earth is round"; and from that day 
never doubted it. 
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IV. 

A NOTABLE BQUINB FBAT. 

THAN DoctorParkerCarver-'-or, as some 
local wag, owing to the doctor's fre- 
quent surgical operations, had christened 
him, ^'Legalized Carver" —^ there was no 
more skillful physician, nor one more beloved, 
in the county; hence his practice had for sev- 
eral years prior to the period of which this 
portion of our story treats, been an extensive 
and lucrative one. That Dr. Carver's prac- 
tice was extensive may be inferred from the 
fact that his circuit covered an area of no less 
than twenty miles about Machias, his place 
of residence. The statement that his practice 
was lucrative requires no other substantiation 
than the mention of the numerous pieces of 
* valuable property owned by him in different 
sections of the large township; including the 
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spacious house near the northern end of the 
"lower bridge," a portion of which was oc- 
cupied by his own family, consisting of sev* 
eral children, to the youngest of whom, Phil 
Carver, the reader has already been intro- 
duced. 

On a beautiful day in the month of May 
in the year 1805, Doctor Carver was leisurely 
returning from his daily rounds. He had 
found most of his numerous patients "doing 
well"; a peculiarly gratifying condition of 
things to a faithful and conscientious physi- 
cian, such as Dr. Carver was generally con- 
ceded to be. An intelligent observer, and a 
devout lover of nature, he was experiencing 
an agreeable relief from the naturally depress- 
ing effects of the cares of his profession, in 
the keen enjoyment of the rare beauties of 
the country which everywhere greeted his 
appreciative eyes. On the particular after- 
noon in question Doctor Carver was return- 
ing home by way of *' Old Maids' Hill," a 



Digitized by 



Google 



64 PHIL CARVER 

portion of the southern village of Machias, 
situated somewhat to the westward of the 
*• lower bridge." '* Old Maids' Hill," it may 
be superfluous to remark, was so called be* 
cause of the fact that several most estimable 
single women — unmarried, some of them, 
from choice, and others, owing to disappoint- 
ment in love — had singularly enough congre- 
gated, or ** hived," in that section. There 
they were comfortably situated in pleasant 
homes, not the least attractive exterior feat* 
ures of which were an abundance of choice 
plants and shrubbery, which were in gorgeous 
bloom as Doctor Carver, as above related, 
was passing. Partly for the purpose of ad- 
miring the blossoms that seemed to invite a 
close inspection, and partly with the view of 
conversing a few moments with the Misses 
Martha and Rebecca Bryant, who were among 
his patrons, the Doctor reined his horse up to 
the front of the house and stopped. The 
Misses Bryant were highly respected in Ma- 
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chias, Martba being noted for her eccentricity, 
no less than for her keen wit. After the cus- 
tomary greetings, followed by a compliment- 
ary remark by the good Doctor, upon "the 
fine display of blossoms/' he bade his friends 
"good afternoon," and resumed his journey 
homeward. 

Doctor Carver's extensive practice re- 
quired him to keep four horses, all of which, 
owing to his judicious selection, could be used 
either in harness or with saddle. On the day 
of which we are now speaking he was riding 
his favorite saddle-horse, " Dick," a horse 
which had not seen its tenth year. He was 
a handsome light bay, weighing not to exceed 
nine hundred pounds, and was as full of met- 
tle as an experienced horseman, like the Doc- 
tor, could reasonably desire. "Dick's" sure- 
f ootedness was a quality highly appreciated 
by Doctor Carver, who had frequently to be 
on the road in the night time. 

As the light-hearted physician was cross- 
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ing the '* lower bridge"— an uncovered bridge^ 
by the way — he could, at a mere glance, see 
his residence ahead. This house faced on 
Main Street. The rear of the house was on 
Water Street; which latter street was about 
twelve feet lower than Main Street, on which 
the house fronted. Leading from the rear of 
the house to the front, was a flight of stairs, 
consisting of about fifteen steps, strongly 
built, and of good width. Lumber was plen- 
tiful, and hence cheap, in Machias ; and the 
entire building had been constructed upon 
honor — a purely superfluous thing to have re- 
marked in the early part of the nineteenth 
century, in any portion of New England. 
The door on the bridge side of the house, lead- 
ing through a short hall- way to the flight of 
stairs, was wide open, as was also the door at 
the top of the flight, which was at the termi- 
nus of a hall -way some ten or twelve feet in 
length. 

As the quick eye of Doctor Carver 
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caught sight of the open doors, through which 
he could see the blue sky beyond, he impul- 
sively resolved to ride ** Dick" up the flight of 
stairs, to the front of the house; a thing he 
not infrequently did, when the **coast was 
clear," and when rider and horse were in 
good spirits, as were both on this bright May 
afternoon. So, gently patting the horse on 
the neck he inquired: '^Can you do it this 
afternoon, * Dick' ? " The intelligent animal, 
arousing himself, as it were, to the task before 
him, instantly pricked up his ears; which 
movement his sympathetic rider was not slow 
in construing as an affirmative answer. With- 
out urging, except a peculiar whistle the Doc- 
tor was accustomed to giving when he wished 
to accelerate the horse's speed, ** Dick" imme- 
ately quickened his pace, gathering increasing 
momentum as he approached, nearer and 
nearer, the open door. As they reached the 
doorway the rider bent slightly forward to 
clear the door-casing overhead. Doctor Car- 
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ver, it may be here remarked, was a small 
man in stature, being about five feet and eight 
inches in height, and weighing not to exceed 
one hundred and thirty pounds. The horse 
planted one of his forefeet upon the stone step 
outside the doorway, and for a moment stood, 
as if taking in the task before him ; and then 
entered the hallway. At the foot of the 
stairway he hesitated another moment, and 
then, skipping every other step, mounted the 
flight with an ezpertness that would have 
done credit to a trained circus pony. Sooner 
than it requires to relate the interesting occur- 
rence, " EMck'' and his highly delighted rider 
reached the summit of the long flight, gal- 
loped through the long hallway, and emerged 
from the doorway on Main Street — clearing, 
without so much as touching, the outside 
stone step. 

As they passed out through the upper 
hall door, the Doctor appreciatively patted 
^* Dick" cm th& neck, exclaiming as be did so: 
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**'Diek, my boy, you've done splendidly!" 
The horse whinnied an acknowledgment of 
the caress, which his master quickly construed 
into a reminder of the compensation — some 
extra oats — the horse was accustomed to re- 
ceive after the performance of this truly com- 
mendable equine feat. 

Nearly opposite Doctor Carver's resi- 
dence, but a little further up Main Street, 
stood the famous "Bumham Tavern," then 
at the height of its popularity. In this tav- 
ern, which had been such since the year 1773, 
the American and British wounded had been 
placed, after the naval engagement — the first 
of the War of the Revolution — ^in Machias 
Bay, on the 12th of June, 1775, between the 
American sloop Unity ^ and the British armed 
vessel Margareitay resulting in the capture of 
the latter. 

On the lawn in front of this tavern were 
a dozen men, or more, some sitting, some 
standing, and a few lazily sprawled on the 
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green grass. Amongst the company was 
Phil Carver, now a young man of twenty -five 
years of age; Joe Beetle, a friendly Indian, 
Jim Tuttle, Dan Bates and Sam Jones. As 
the company of loungers saw the Doctor and 
his handsome bay emerge suddenly, and un- 
announced, from the hallway of the Carver 
house, they burst into a simultaneous cheer, 
that must have aroused the entire neighbor- 
hood from its wonted quietness. 

"Bravo I" exclaimed Sam Jones, jump- 
ing from the grass to his feet, with the agility 
of a cat. 

" Well done, b'gosh I " added Jim Tuttle, 
"that beats ' Old Put' clean out, or I'm no 
Pine Tree Stater I" 

" Beats * Old Put I ' " roared Dan Bates, 
as he leaped into the chair he had been occu- 
pying on the lawn, " I rather guess it does I 
* Old Put,' unless I was misinformed in my 
youthful days, rode his old 'shinbones' down 
stairs — stun steps at that — but * Legalized 
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Carver,' he rode his horse up stairs, bless your 
boots ! and there was no blasted Britishers 
after him, nuther I " 

Then followed such vociferous cheering 
as had not been heard in Machias for many a 
day. Dan Bates, a tall, lank man, in the ef* 
fort to outdo the rest of the shouters in his 
exhibition of lung power, threw his long arms 
into the air with such force that the reflex 
downward movement of his body broke the 
two back legs of the chair in which he was 
standing. To save himself from a headlong 
sprawl on the lawn, Dan, at the same instant 
he heard the crackling sound of the breaking 
chair legs, leaped fully six feet away from the 
chair, coming in contact with the stalwart 
form of Jo© Beetle. Joe, without so much as 
turning his face toward Dan, gave an explo' 
sive grunt, but said not a word. 

As Doctor Carver deftly slipped his feet 
from the stirrups, and gracefully dismounted 
from *' Dick's" back, one of his older sons 
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took the horse by the bridle, and, as he led 
him away toward the stable, the Doctor called 
out: "Charlesj be sure to give 'Dick' sii 
quarts of oats." 

The Doctor had placed his hand on the 
door-latcb, ready to lift it and enter the house 
for a much-needed dinner, when Joe Beetle 
sang out from the lawn in front of the 
'* Burnham Tavern" : 

*' Gk)od rum over here, Medicine Man"^ 
at the same time pointing to the tavern* 
"You dry?" Receiving no response from 
the Doctor, intent upon the dinner awaiting 
him, Joe called out again, louder than before : 
"Me dry, Medicine Man; me sick, too," 
placing his right hand on the pit of his stom'> 
ach. 

This was too much for the Doctor's gen* 
erous impulses; so, foregoing for the present^ 
his dinner, the tempting odors of which were 
already being wafted by the gentle afternoon 
breeze to his nostrils, he crossed the street in 
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tte direction of the tavern. As Doctor Car- 
ver approached the lawn in front of the tav- 
ern, Phil Carver, who had remained some 
what in the rear of the company of loungers, 
stole quietly away, and, passing round the 
western end of the building, disappeared be- 
fore his father reached the tavern. Phil had 
been so often taken to task, by his father, for 
)ounging about the tavern, that he preferred 
not to be seen there by him. As Joe Beetle 
saw the Doctor crossing the street, he mani- 
fested his delight over the prospect of another 
drink of rum, by a series of characteristic 
grunts. He then, in the effort to emphasize 
his delight, turned a somersault, rather 
awkwardly, it must be confessed, on the 
grass. Every man was on his feet when the 
good-natured Doctor appeared amongst the 
crowd; and the compliments were fairly 
showered upon him for his remarkable equine 
feat. As he entered the tavern, by the front 
door^ every lounger was close at his heels. 
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On reaching the room, on the northeasterti 
comer of the house, where liquors were dis- 
pensed, the Doctor said to the proprietor : 

** Here, Jud., give the boys something to 
drink at my expense.'' 

He lingered long enough to see '"the 
boys" seated at the plain square table, stand- 
ing in the center of the spacious room, and 
to see the proprietor set the mugs of West 
India rum before the eicpectant crowd ; and 
then excusing himself, he bade them ^'good 
afternoon," passed out of the front door, and 
recrossed the street to his home, where he was 
soon partaking of a good dinner. 

Joe Beetle had been drinking, during the 
afternoon, more than a ''good Indian" ought 
to have drank. Joe was one of tbe last of the 
Mickmack tribe of Indians, which was once 
numerous, and which inhabited the region 
including Machias. He lived a few miles 
outside of Machias, to which village he was 
a frequent visitor; taking home with him, on 
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the occasion of his visits, a supply of prpyi' 
sioDS, tobacco and rum. Joe was a well- 
known personage in the vicinity, and quite 
noted in his way, especially for the making of 
rhymes, witty, and sometimes severely sar- 
castic, when well under the influence of his 
favorite beverage — West India rum. He had 
acquired considerable notoriety, also, by the 
singing of Indian war-dance music, and by 
the performance of acrobatic feats, in the 
streets of Machias; and he was seldom with- 
out a throng of curious lookers-on. 

At the " Bumham Tavern," where the 
company of loungers had drank at Doctor 
Carver's expense, Joe was soon in the rhyme- 
making mood; and Jim Tuttle, who was 
always in for a little fun, knowing of Joe's 
^'talent," suggested to him that he indulge in 
his rhyme-making propensity. 

" Oh, yes," said the cute Indian, **me 
make you rhyme when me has nudder drink." 

Of course "the boys" would not allow 
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the want of a drink to stand in the way of 
the anticipated fun ; so Jim says: 

** Landlord, give Joe another drink of 
good ' West Injee/ to awaken the slumbering 
muse within his Injun breast." 

The landlord, who was also ready for a 
little excitement, gave Joe a most generous 
drink, and watched him, in amazement, as he 
took it down with two or three swallows. 
True to his promise, Joe had scarcely disposed 
of the mug of '* West Injee," when he began 
to "hem" and *'haw," preparatory to his 
"poetical effusions," as Dan Bates had aptly 
named his rhymes. Then the Indian rhyme- 
ster began: 

** Doctor Carver, he am braver dan ole Isr*el 
*Put'; 
De one he ride his hoss down stairs, 
De Oder he ride him up J* 

" Oh I that's no rhyme," exclaimed Sam 
Jones, who had been under the instruction of 
Oilman H, Arthur, the Irish schoolipaster,. 
long enough to have learned the general prin- 
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ciples at least, of prosody. Sam's acquaipt- 

anc5e with the best poets of the day, strange 

as it may seem to the reader, was by no means 

insignificant. Indeed, despite general appear 

ances to the contrary, he could recite from 

memory, and without prompting, Pope's 

'* Essay on Man." '*'Put' and 'up' don't 

rhyme, Joe," continued Jones. 

*'UghI me try again," good-naturedly 

replied the Indian. 

•* Phil Carver, Phil Carvei', 
Ole Carver's son ; 
One make de money 
An' de oder drink de rum.*' 

" Better, Joe, better," remarked Sam 
Jones; *' if you live long enough, study hard, 
and don't drink too much ' West Injee,' you'll 
become one of our leading rhymesters." 

This complimentary remark of Jones was 
the signal for the company to break foi*th 
once more into vociferous cheering; first for 
Doctor Carver, then for Phil, and lastly for 
the *' Poet of the Pines," as Joe Beetle was 
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sometimes facetiously called by the village 
wags. 

As the afternoon was now well-nigh 
spent, Joe, who began to think of the long 
walk between " Burnham Tavern," and his 
own home in the woods, remarked: ^^ Me go 
home;" and without further formality, suit- 
ing his action to the words, he started, with 
a somewhat unsteady motion, it must be con- 
fessed, toward the door. As he passed out of 
the tavern, he was heard repeating, in an un- 
dertone, as if testing the rhymic qualities of 
his lines: 

** Phil Carver, Phil Carver, 
Ole Carver's son ; 
One make de money 
An* de oder drink de rum.** 

One by one the company of loungers 
passed out of the historic tavern, leaving the 
landlord to quiet contemplation of the events 
and experiences (and profits?) of the day. 
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PARENTAL SOLICITtJ^Bl. 

COLUMBIA — or to be more explicit, Col- 
umbia Falls — ^the place of residence of 
Sophia Farnum*s parents, was situated not 
far from sixteen miles by turnpike to the 
Westward of Machias, and contained about 
five hundred inhabitants. Columbia Falls lay 
on the westerly and southerly banks of Pleas- 
ant River — a handsome stream, by the way 
'— at the head of tide water; the tide flowing 
nearly to the central portion of the village. 
Pleasant River, the Indian name of which 
Was £2ascogus, signifying " Much Game 
Land," was the name by which the entire 
region of country, including Columbia Falls, 
was for several years prior to the events of 
our story, known. True to its Indian name, 
the river abounded in salmon, and smelts, and 
other fish. On either side of the stream was 
an extensive area of bottom, or meadow lands, 
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from which great quantities of grass were cut 
and stacked in the summer season; and in 
the winter season this hay was drawn home 
on sleds. Pleasant River was navigable to 
Columbia Falls for vessels of from seventy- 
five to one hundred and twenty-five tons bur- 
den. On the southerly side of the river was 
*' Whitney's Landing," so named after Cap- 
tain Nathan Whitney, of Revolutionary fame. 
** Whitney's Landing" was the first landing 
in the village as a vessel ascended the river 
from the seacoast. On the same side of the 
river but a little further up, and near the 
bridge, was *'Crandon's Landing"; and op- 
posite, on the northerly side of the river, was 
a third landing. As to the altitude of Col- 
umbia Falls, in the reference to the sea levels 
it may be said that very few points in Wash- 
ington County show a higher than Sugar 
Hills, and Saco Falls Highlands. 

On an eminence in Columbia Falls over- 
looking Pleasant River, stood the residence of 
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Captain Joel Farnum. The house faced to 
the south ; and the view from the front was 
a most charming one. Stretching along its 
entire front was a deep veranda, with a roof 
completely covering it overhead. Thrifty 
vines, bearing fragrant blossoms in their sea- 
son, partially covered the veranda on the 
front and at the ends. A row of handsome 
trees, standing a short distance from the 
house, furnished an agreeable shade. On 
this veranda were seated Mr. and Mrs. Far- 
num, and their only daughter, Sophia Far- 
num, now a young lady of about twenty-six 
years of age. After several years' instruc- 
tion under Master Qilman H. Arthur, at Ma- 
chias, she had attended a ladies' seminary in 
Boston, from which she had graduated with 
high honors. 

It was Sunday afternoon in the latter 
part of May, in the year 1805. The family 
had just returned from the forenoon service 
in the Baptist Church, at Addison, situated 
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about eight miles from Columbia Falls, whith- 
er they had driven with the family horse^ 
**Dan." The day was a sultry one. A re- 
freshing breeze which now and then swept up 
the river from the seacoast, proved a most 
welcome relief from the otherwise oppressive 
atmosphere. Captain Farnum had sat on the 
veranda less than half an hotir, when one of 
the helpers on the place hastily approached 
the company, with the message : 

** Captain, ' Dan' is sick; he seems to be 
suflfering from the effects of overheating. I 
have exhausted my skill in the endeavor to 
help him, but fear he is gettidg worse all the 
time." 

" I will be out, James, as soon as I can 
change my clothing somewhat," was Captain 
Farnum's reply. Hastening into the house 
to make the necessary change of apparel, he 
soon returned to the veranda, from whence 
he accompanied James to the stable, situated 
a short distance from the house. 
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For a few moments after Captain Far- 
num's departure, Mrs. Farnum and her 
daughter sat in silence, meditating upon the 
earnest sermon to which they had listened in 
the forenoon. At length the mother broke 
the silence. On her sweet, motherly face 
there could be seen an expression of deep 
anxiety, as she turned to her daughter, and 
said: 

'' Sophie, I have for some time desired to 
speak with you of a matter which greatly 
concerns your future welfare. I have hith- 
erto r^rained from doing so, because of the 
delicacy of the subject, and because of the 
fear that you might regard it as meddling on 
my part.'* 

*' Speak, dear mother; I am willing to 
listen to you," said Sophia, as she perceived 
tier mother's evident disinclination to proceed. 

** My daughter, I have heard, from more 
than one source, of the attentions paid you 
by Phillips Oarver, of Machias. Lest these 
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attentions should be continued, and you be- 
come engaged to him, I desire to express a 
mother's fear that you are about making a 
serious mistake. You are, I know, of age, 
and hence have the right to act as you please 
in the matter. But if I should fail to warn 
you against the step you seem likely to take, 
it would be a source of life-long regret to 
me." 

** Why, mother; Phil is a fine-looking 
young man; he is well educated; he has more 
than ordinary native ability. Master Arthur 
use to consider him the most brilliant pupil 
in his private school. His parents have an 
excellent standing, socially. His father is 
one of the leading physicians of the county, 
and has an extensive and lucrative practice, 
and he will doubtless make liberal provision 
for Phil. Mrs. Carver is a most estimable 
lady. That Phil loves me, dear mother, I 
am sure. He has given many proofs of this, 
in addition to his frequent assurances to me. 
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of the fact. I have loved him since we were 
schoolmates in Master Arthur's private school 
in Machias; and Phil has again and again 
said that his love for me began while he was 
a youth of scarcely twelve years of age." 

*' What you have said, my child — for I 
shall ever regard you as such — may all be 
very true; but there other considerations 
which you seem not to be taking into account, 
and of which you may be unaware. Phil- 
lips, if reports are to be relied upon, is a too 
frequent visitor at the tavern, and at other 
places in Machias and elsewhere, where strong 
drink is sold, and used. If these reports are 
true, it seems to me, Sophie, you would be 
assuming a great risk in choosing Phillips 
Carver as a life-companion." 

** I have heard the reports you mention, 
mother; only a few days ago Mary Lanning 
told me a long story about Phil's 'dissipa- 
tions,' as she termed it. I mistrust her mo- 
tive. She would, I think, be more than de- 
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lighted to have Phil's attentions transferred 
from me to herself. I have never, during all 
my acquaintance with Phil, discovered the 
slightest indication of what you suggest, 
mother. But assuming he does frequent tav- 
erns, and stores where liquors are sold ; and 
assuming that he occasionally indulges in a 
glass of strong drink, it is no more than 
scores of young men in the county do — ^young 
men in the best families, too." 

** If it would end with an occasional 
glciss, Sophie ! But I have, in my life — not a 
long one, neither — seen so many young men 
begin as he, if reports are true, is beginning, 
and end in a dissipated life, bringing ruin 
upon themselves and sorrow upon their 
friends, that I entertain grave fears for Phil- 
lips, especially in view of his peculiarly sensi- 
tive organization. And the fact that he is 
supported by his indulgent father; and per- 
mitted to live in idleness, without visible 
means of self-support, is another unfavorable 
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feature of Phillips' life. To think of my 
daughter becoming the life-companion of an 
intemperate and improvident man, Sophie, is 
more than I can bear." 

At the conclusion of Mts. Famum*8 
words, Sophia observed the tears that were 
standing on her mother's cheeks^ and affec- 
tionately remarked t 

** Mother, you are too anxiotis over this 
matter. Your fears, as it seems to me, are get* 
ting the better of your usual good judgment. 
1 am sure Phil Carver loves me too well to 
ever become intemperate. He is too sensible, 
too high-minded. His father, I have been 
told, was somewhat given to the use of strong 
drink when a young man ; but he forsook his 
wildness, and settled down after marriage* 
and is now a strictly temperate man. I trusty 
dear mother, you will no longer carry on your 
heart this burden of anxiety concerning me^ 
I will have a good talk with Phil. I am sure 
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he loves me; and be will listen to me. I 
will—'* 

'* Listen, yes, my child, I do not doubt 
he will listen ; but will he-^can he break away 
from a practice that is so fascinating to men, 
and escape, before it is too late, the awful 
end which threatens every person, however 
noble his impulses, or high his aims, who 
tampers with an evil so alluring ? I fear not, 
my daughter. I have often compared the 
awful end that threatens the young man who 
acquires the drink habit, with the sad fate of 
the Indian squaw, who, many years ago, 
went over the falls at Machias. It was dur- 
ing the first years of the settlement of that 
village. An Indian squaw was in a birch ca- 
noe on the pond above the falls. In conse- 
quence of recent floods, the current was un- 
usually strong and swift. The light canoe 
was being carried with increasing momentum 
with the swift current. The squaw, who had 
been imbibing freely of rum, of which she 
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had a quantity with her, was so far stupefied 
at not to realize the situation. When it was 
too late to save herself— she was now in close 
proximity to the falls-— she partially aroused 
herself from the fatal stupor that had stealth- 
ily crept over her brain; and, discovering 
that there was no possible escape from being 
carried over the falls, she stood erect in the 
canoe, lifted, in the frenzy of her despair, the 
jug of strong drink to her mouth, and, while 
in the act of swallowing its contents, took the 
precipitous plunge into the dark waters be- 
neath, disappearing from sight. Her body, 
so it has always been said, was never recov- 
ered. This, my daughter, is a picture of the 
ruin of many— alas! so many — young men, 
who have acquired the drink habit. When 
they begin to realize their perilous situation — 
so firmly have they become bound in the chains 
of habit — ^it is practically impossible to save 
themselves from ruin. Where one saves him- 
self, ninety and nine are irretrievably ruined.'* 
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The mother's words, it should be re- 
marked, made a strong impression upon the} 
heart of her attentive daughter. With a 
hope and an enthusiasm born of love, Sophist 
said: 

** Mother, I will have a good talk With 
Phil. If I find he is in danger of becoming 
dissipated, I will entreat him to stop where 
he is. I will induce him to give up drinking, 
and visiting the village tavern, and stored 
where strong drinks are sold and used; and 
if he loves me truly, as I am sure he does, he 
will be persuaded." 

**AhI my daughter," thought Mrs. Far-* 
num; for she would not utter a word to 
dampen the ardent resolution of her child} 
** your inexperience knows not the fascination 
of drink, nor the power of the drink habit. 
You know not how such eflPorts as you pur- 
pose making have again and again failed. 
But we must do everything in our power,'' 
the devoted mother continued saying within 
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the privacy of her own thought, "to save our 
daughter from such a life as I fear Phillips 
Carver would lead her, if they become man 
and wife. I will urge her father to have a 
faithful talk with her at onoe. Perhaps she 
will be more influenced by what he may say." 
Upon Mr. Famum's return, a few min- 
utes later, Mrs. Famum excused herself and 
husband from the veranda, for the purpose 
as she truthfully alleged, of consulting with 
him regarding the dinner, which it was then 
time to prepare. Mr. and Mrs. Famum hav- 
ing previously talked over the matter which 
had been engaging the attention of the mother 
and daughter during the afternoon, it required 
but a word from Mrs. Famum to make 
known to her husband the desirableness of 
having an earnest talk with S<^diia with re- 
gard to Phillips Carver. Lingering in the 
house a few minutes, to prevent suspicion on 
Sophia's part of collusion with her mother. 
Captain Famum then walked leisurely out 
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upon the veranda, remarking, as he ap- 
proached his daughter, upon the more com» 
fortable state of the atmosphere. Complain^ 
ing of a little fatigue consequent upon his 
labor on behalf of the sick horse, " Dan," he 
sat down near his daughter, resting his head 
for a few moments against the back of the 
chair. Then followed a brief but faithful 
conversation with Sophia, during which Cap^ 
tain Farnum introduced the subject of PhiU 
lips Carver's dissipations. He reiterated the 
risk taken by a young lady who became the 
wife of such a young man, whatever the 
other inducements to the step might be. Cap- 
tain Farnum particularly emphasized the fact 
of Phillips Carver having no visible means of 
earning a livelihood, and expressed the opin-> 
ion, that it would be much better for him if 
he were required to engage in some kind of 
business, as a busy life is less conducive to 
dissipation than a life of idleness, such as he 
was following. 
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To her father Sophia listened with the 
respectful attention due a parent. She re- 
mained firm and unshaken, however, in the 
belief that Phil would never become a drunk- 
ard; that he would, on the contrary, recover 
from his reputed dissipations. As she rose 
from the rustic chair she had been occupying 
on the veranda, she remarked with great 
earnestness *. 

** Father, you and mother will both live 
to see the day when you will be proud of Phil 
Carver as a son-in-law ; and when the people 
of Machias, who are now talking about him, 
will be ashamed of their hasty judgment." 

** Heaven grant it may be so," was Cap- 
tain Farnum's quiet reply. The ringing of 
the bell was the call to dinner; and Captain 
Farnum and his daughter passed together in- 
to the house. 

** Congenial hope ! thy passion-kindling power, 
How bright ! how strong in youth's untroubled 
hourP* 
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A MOONLIGHT BOAT-RIDE. 

IT was on a most delightful evening in the 
month of June following the domestic 
scene in Columbia Falls, as narrated in the 
preceding chapter, that Phil Carver and So- 
phia Famum, the latter of whom was visiting 
at Machias in the family of Jere. Bryant^ 
Jr., '*on the hill" — stepped into one of the 
numerous skiflfs moored in the river, for a 
moonlight row down the stream. As the 
lighthearted pair took their seats in the skiff, 
Sophia in the stem to assist in guiding it, 
and Phil a little forward of the center where 
he could conveniently manipulate the light 
oars, the latter inquired, in a tone of supreme 
meekness, assumed for the occasion : 

*' Well, commander, what are your or- 
ders ?" These words, it may be superfluous 
to remark, were addressed to Sophia Famum, 
who sat facing Phil Carver. 
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** Were I the commander of this fragile 
bark, sir," retorted Sophia, ** it would be d 
piece of unadulterated inipertinence for you, 
an ordinai'y seaman— *a man * before the 
tnast,' so to speak— to solicit instructions from 
your commander; you would in propel* time 
I'eceive them without meddlesome solicitation 
on your part. But as I am liot in fact the 
commander of the Polly-^iov such, if I mis-* 
take not, is the historic name of our craft — but 
only a fellow-passenger with the gentleman 
at the oars, 1 will say : I have no orders; but 
if a request—'* 

"Your requests, with me, felloW-passett- 
ger, are equivalent to orders, and your orders 
I patiently await,*' broke in Phil Carver. 

" If that be your mind, my orders are 
that you row down the river about a mile^ 
and then return to the moorings whence 
we have just embarked. To remain longer 
away from my generous hosts would cause 
them anxiety on my behalf ; since, on leaving 
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them I did not anticipate the pleasure of a 
row. My errand, as I announced on my de* 
parture, was a short call on an old and be* 
loved schoolmate. My meeting with you, 
Phil, was a surprise — ^a most agreeable one, I 
assure you — but a surprise, nevertheless. To 
cause my friends anxiety would be unkind. 
Let us, therefore, steer by the compass, row 
by the rule, and return within an hour — an 
hour of sixty minutes, and no seconds." 

Readily taking in the situation, Phil ad* 
justed his oars to the locks, braced his feet 
against the ribs in the bottom of the skiff, 
deftly turned the prow down stream and 
made a bee-line toward the river channel, re* 
marking as he did so: *'Now, Miss helms- 
man, you have the opportunity to exhibit 
your skill at the tiller of the Polly.'' 

From their childhood Sophia Farnum 
and Phil Carver had been accustomed to the 
water, and to the management of small craft 
such as they were occupying. Hence, both 



Digitized by 



Google 



PHIL CARVBB 97 



Were "at home"; and it required but little 
effort on the part of the one to propel the light 
Bkiff through the placid waters of the stream, 
or on the part of the other to perform her 
share of the labor of guiding it aright. The 
tide was also ebbing, and this facilitated the 
ease with which the happy excursionists glided 
over the route selected for their moonlight row. 

As the skiff passed "White's Point," 
leaving it on the left, the full moon stood al- 
most directly over their heads, reflecting its 
roundness in the quiet waters below. A s Phil 
caught sight of the reflected "orb of night," 
he thoughtfully inquired : 

" Sophie, of what favorite lines of Mas- 
ter Arthur does the present scene remind you? 
•—lines he frequently repeated when in a poet- 
ical frame of mind ? " 

" Let me see," musingly replied Sophia; 
"Oh, yes, Phil, I think I can recall them;" 
and then, as if they were but indistinctly re- 
tnembered, she began : 
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" The queen of night 

* Round us pours a lambent light ** 

"a lambent light »' 

Sophia hesitated. " Shall I complete the 
lines ? " was Phil's eager inquiry ; and with- 
out waiting for Sophia's assent, he completed 
the quotation : 

** Light that seems but just to show 
Breasts that beat, and cheeks that glow/* 

It was several minutes before another 
word was spoken; meanwhile the boat, under 
Phil Carver's skillful management sped 
swiftly down the river. In the minds of 
these young persons, so well acquainted with 
the rare Revolutionary history of Machias, 
many memories were stirred, as the skiff 
moved gracefully with the ebbing tide. 

**It must have been near the spot we 
now occupy, Sophie, that the British armed 
vessel Margaretta was anchored during her 
brief stay in Machias, in the eventful month 
of June, 1775;" remarked Phil. 

** Was it not a little further to the left. 
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Phil— somewhat nearer 'White's Point'?" 
suggested Sophia. 

*' To be exact, Miss historian, I think it 
was," was Phil's reply, as he bent faithfully 
to the oars, and sent the boat skimming, like 
a phantom bark, over the glistening waters. 

Just above a point of land on the right, 
a short distance below the village, and near 
the gently sloping banks of the river, was the 
site of an eighteen-by-eighteen house, once 
occupied by one of the early settlers of Ma- 
cbias; a clump of bushes hid the few remain- 
ing boulders, once composing the cellar wall, 
from view. 

*'If it were not for yonder clump of 
bushes, Sophie, we could discern by the light 
of the moon, the site of Morris O'Brien's 
bouse, which stood some two hundred and 
fifty feet from the river. With what deep 
paternal satisfaction this ardent patriot must 
have thought of his six s.talwart sons, each 
of which achieved distinction in the Seven 
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Years' Struggle for national independence," 
remarked Phil, as the thrilling events of the 
Revolution passed like a panorama before his 
mental vision. 

"Yes," responded Sophia; *'and it is 
something of which the people of Machias 
should be truly proud, that one of the most 
interesting characters of that war of heroic 
deeds, is still living in their midst; and de- 
monstrating in peace, no less than in war, his 
disinterested patriotism. Long may Colonel 
Jeremiah O'Brien live to be honored and 
idolized I Do you know what became of the 
other five boys, Phil ? " 

'* Let me see," he replied; * 'there was 
Gideon, the next eldest to the Colonel; he is 
now a highly respected citizen of Machias; 
then came John, and William, and Dennis^ 
and Joseph, the *baby boy.' John, I thin^ 
I have heard, is now a resident of Newbury-! 
port, where he is successfully engaged in me^** 
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cantile pursuits — having several vessels on the 
sea." 

During the conversation Sophia had al- 
lowed the tiller to go unattended; and as 
Phil had also somewhat neglected the row- 
ing, the skiflf was discovered pointing toward 
the river's bank. 

•' Miss pilot, may I request your valua- 
ble assistance at the tiller in my effort to 
avoid a disastrous shipwreck on this bold 
shore ? " 

" You may, fellow- passenger, on condi- 
tion that you will, during the remainder of 
our perilous voyage, pay strict attention to 
the propelling power of this skiff," was So- 
phia's retort. When the skiff was once more 
in the river's channel, Phil resumed the con- 
versation abruptly broken off. 

** William O'Brien, you may remember, 
Sophie, died in Bilbao, Spain, whither he had 
gone on a voyage in one of his own vessels. 
Dennis removed to Beading, in the State of 
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Pennsylvania, where he is now engaged in 
some mercantile enterprise; and Joseph, I 
think, is now with Captain John O'Brien, in 
Newbury port." 

'* William left a widow and one child, a 
daughter; what became of them, Phil ? " in^ 
quired Sophia. 

** The widow died not long since, and the 
daughter was taken by Colonel O'Brien into 
his own household. By him she was liberally 
educated, and from Colonel O'Brien's home 
she was married to Mr. John Hale, of East- 
port." 

** Phil, has it occurred to you that over 
the same route we are now taking, sailed the 
American sloop Unity after she left Scott's 
wharf, on the early morning of June 12, 1775, 
to attack the Margaretta f " 

Phil's laconic *' Yes" to Sophia's inquiry, 
unmistakably indicated that his thought had 
taken an entirely new turn ; and Sophia was 
indisposed to interfere with his meditationsr 
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For several minutes not a word was spoketi 
by either. Phil Carver at length broke the 
silence by saying I 

"Sophie, important as are the matters of 
history we have been recalling, there is an- 
other subject — a subject of personal interest^ 
that I wish to introduce; a matter, the decid* 
ing of which is with you." 

** I am not unaware, Philj of what you 
have in mind. But it is a matter of too far- 
reaching import to be hastily settled." 

*' True ; but it is now nearly three months 
since the matter in question was first submit- 
ted to you ; and it seems to me that ample 
time has elapsed to justify a decision on youf 
part." 

** I assure you, Phil, it is not because of 
any lack of affection that I have, up to this 
hour, reserved decision. It is because I am 
waiting for a certain assurance from you^ 
You must, from a recent conversation between 
us, know my apprehension, and that of our 
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friends concerning the future. My heart is 
already yours, Phil ; whether my hand and 
my fortune go with my heart, is for you to 
settle with a word— a word, however, behind 
and beneath and in which should be a sincere 
purpose." 

" There is no word I will not give to en* 
title me to the possession of your hand, as 
well as your heart, Sophie.*' 

" Phil, I do not wish that word to be a 
rash one} neither do I wish to even seem to 
force that word from a reluctant heart. 1 
desire that word to be a well-considered onej 
a voluntary Word, that shall never, for a mo- 
ment, be regretted. There are certain reports 
concerning which my friends are deeply so- 
licitous; and until the cause of these reports, 
if they are Well grounded, is removed, they 
are unwilling to acquiesce in our union. My 
parents, for whom I cherish the highest re- 
gard, are not unaware of these reports, and 
they are naturally anxious lest a mistake be 
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made which cannot be rectified. I only wait, 
Phil, for the word from your lips which will 
remove the barrier that now seems to stand 
between the realization of our youthful dream. 
Can I say more ? Ought I to say more ? 
You certainly understand the import of my 
words, Phil?" 

" Yes, Sophie, I do understand — ^your 
words have not, I assure you, fallen upon dull 
ears. But this I will say — the reports, to 
which you refer, are in no small measure im- 
grounded; but I love you too truly to affirm, 
or even to leave you to infer, that they are 
wholly so. It were not true love I have, 
since our happy school-days, cherished for 
you, if I should for a moment hesitate to give 
you the word of assurance you desire to hear, 
and which your parents and friends crave 
from my lips, as a condition of their, and 
your assent, to our union of hands. Since 
our recent conversation on this subject, I have 
given the matter my most earnest ^oluddera- 
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tion. My own future well-being, Sophie— » 
not to mention my happiness — depend upon 
the consummation of what, for several years 
I have been looking forward to; and hence 
to decline removing the barrier alluded to, 
when it is in my power to do so, would be to 
deliberately sacrifice not only your future 
happiness, but my own as well." Dropping 
the oars upon his knees, and allowing the 
skiff to drift with the current, Phil Carver 
continued: **Here, beneath the moon-illu- 
mined skies of this beautiful June night, with 
the twinkling stars and rippling waters as 
silent witnesses, I give you my word — ^my 
sincere assurance — Sophie, that the cause of 
solicitude shall be removed. I will no longer 
be the cause of anxiety to your friends and 
mine. This word I give freely, sincerely and 
without reservation.'* 

** Phil, not for my own happiness alone, 
but for yours, also, I rejoice with you in this 
resolution of amendment. That it will bring 



Digitized by 



Google 



PHIL CARVEB 107 



joy to many hearts, I do not doubt Why, 

Phil, we're aground I and the bow of the 
Polly is strangely enough pointed up stream." 

'' A signal, Sophie, that the time has 
fully arrived for us to change our course" 

'* And," interjected Sophia, ''with the 
alteration of the skiff's course, for each to 
resolve to alter our personal life-course in the 
direction of higher thoughts, nobler aspira- 
tions and more earnest endeavor." 

" To which I give my most hearty assent, 
beloved philosophizer," added Phil, as the 
skiff was turned once more into the river's 
channel, and pointed up stream, and home- 
ward. 

Phil had rowed but a few rods when he 
b^an to realize the difference between going 
with the current, and against it. Sophia, 
who could not have avoided perceiving the 
extra effort required to propel the skiff against 
the ebbing tide, tactfully remarked : 

" A lesson, Phil, for those who find it 
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necessary to alter their life-course toward bet- 
ter things. But see — ^a little extra endeavor, 
and the difficulties in the way are overcome^ 
and the goal will soon be attained, by ^patient 
continuance in well-doing'/' 

During the remainder of the trip home- 
ward there was almost unbroken silence, save 
the occasional splash of an oar, when Phil 
Carver, now in dreamy mood, forgot himself, 
and neglected to row with his accustomed 
regularity ; at such times^ in the effort to re^ 
gain "lost ground," the oars were not man- 
ipulated with their usual skill. More thati 
once the spray from the clumsily-handled 
oars was thrown into the face of the fair pilot 
at the helm, calling forth from het lips a play- 
ful "Oh! Phil! Don't f" The skiff had 
scarcely covered two-thirds of the distance 
homeward, when the tide had commenced its 
flow; and with every rod gained, the effort of 
rowing was gradually diminishing; but So- 
phia left Phil to draw his own lesson of en- 
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couragement from the circumstance. Both 
were dreaming; rearing beautiful castles in 
the air. Before either occupant of the Polly 
realized the rapid flight of time they were at 
the mooring whence they had started. The 
hour, since their embarkation, had beeti a 
** long hour.** 

** Then, Sophie, the mattef is settled; in 
a general way, at least; in other words wo 
are — are we not?— my dear, to consider our- 
selves engaged ? " was Phil's inquiry, as the 
bow of the boat fan onto the shallow, sandy 
river bottom, where they wete to disembark. 

" Tes, Phil," replied Sophia, as they both 
lose to leave the skitf; **and as to the day 
that shall formally make us one, that dan be 
fixed after consultation with friends at home.'^ 

Both were on shore in a moment ; and in 
another the ski£^ was securely fastened, and 
the oars placed in the boat house near by. 
They were soon standing beneath a tree near 
the river's bank. The light of the moon was 
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streaming down through an opening in the 
heavy foliage; and it shone fair in Sophia's 
handsome face. 

''And the pledge of jour assent to our 
union^-" inquiringly spoke Phil Carver, as 
he earnestly peered into the illumined face of 
his betrothed — 

"Is for you to suggest, Phil," replied 
Sophia Famum, without permitting Phil to 
complete the inquiry. Phil required no fur- 
ther warrant than this reply, to encircle with 
his right arm the form of Sophia. He drew 
her affectionately to his throbbing heart, 
where for several moments he held her in 
fond embrace. Then upon her lips he im- 
printed a series of ardent kisses, each of 
which, in turn, was returned by his prospect- 
ive bride. As they remained for several mo- 
ments locked in mutual embrace, their young 
hearts were beating in sweet unison; and 
then, without a word being spoken by either, 
hand in hand, they moved in silence from the 
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spot now made sacred by the pledges of love, 
in the direction of their homes. At the gate- 
way In front of the residence of Jere. Bryant, 
Jr., after one long and lingering embrace, 
they separated to dream of the happy future. 

After a most enjoyable visit of two weeks 
in Machias, during which period Sophia and 
Phil frequently met, the former returned to her 
home in Columbia Falls. She hastened to in- 
form her parents of Phil's promise to give up 
drinking, and visiting taverns; and informed 
them, also, of their engagement. The under- 
standing between the two young persons, that 
after an engagement of a year they were to 
be married, was confided by Sophia, first to 
Mrs. Farnum, who offered not a word of crit- 
icism, though she could not overcome entirely 
her secret fears that her daughter was mak- 
ing a mistake in permitting the union to be 
consummated so soon. It was her judgment 
that Phil Carver should be longer tested. 

Captain Farnum, however, naturally 
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more hopeful, was inclined to look upon the 
engagement and early union with approval; 
and frequently, when he and Sophia were 
alone, would tease her about the matter, by 
remarking: 

** Well, Sophie, I suppose after this we 
will have no more doctor's bills to pay ; for, 
of course. Doctor Carver will not think of 
charging his relation for professional services. 
We can now afford to be often sick; eh, So- 
phie?" 

To which Sophia would reply: **I am 
not aware. Captain Farnum, that Mr. Carver 
is engaged to, nor that he is to marry the en- 
tire Farnum family." 

"The better portion, Miss Farnum; if 
he is to be the judge, that is to say;" and the 
father and daughter would then have a 
hearty laugh over the matter. 

It was duly arranged that on his next 
trip to Boston on the schooner Martha^ Cap- 
tain Farnum should be accompanied by his 
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wife, who was authorized by Sophia to select 
the materials for her wedding outfit. 

Several times during the summer and 
autumn Phil Carver came out to Columbia 
Falls on horseback to visit the Famums ; each 
time spending the Sunday. Leaving his horse 
in Captain Farnum's stable, he would accom- 
pany the family, in their own conveyance, to 
church at Addison, occupying the same pew 
with them. It cannot be denied that one of 
the effects of these visits was to almost en- 
tirely allay the prejudice of Mrs. Famum 
against Phil Carver. Indeed, her esteem for 
her daughter's prospective husband grew with 
each visit. Phil Carver's manly qualities 
were appreciated by Mrs. Famum as never 
before. 

True to his promise, Phil Carver seldom 
indulged in the use of strong drink — ^and as 
to visiting the taverns, he had not been inside 
of one, except on some matter of business, 
dnce the moonlight row down the Machias 
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river, in the early part of June. Some of his 
former companions expressed to him their 
surprise over bis absence from the usual 
places of meeting in the village; to which he 
invariably replied: 

" I have turned over a new leaf, boys." 
" Oh, you'll turn it back again, Phil." 
" Don't you flatter yourselves," was 
Phil's firm response. 

"Perhaps you've promised your Jf a to 
remain away from the tavern," was the taunt 
thrown at Phil, when all other means of in- 
ducing him to join them failed. Phil, how- 
ever, was inflexible in his purpose to stand 
loyally by his promise given to Sophia. It 
was not long before his old companions relin- 
quished the attempt to draw him back to his 
old ways. 

Phil Carver was visiting at the Farnums 
on the September Sunday following the return 
of Captain and Mrs. Farnum from Boston. 
The.materials for Sophia's wedding outfit, as 
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might be expected, were exhibited to the pros- 
pective bridegroom ; and many were the ex- 
pressions of pleasure over the selections made. 
Phil Carver paid a handsome compliment to 
Mrs. Famum's excellent taste by remarking: 

'* Why, Mrs. Famum, you could hardly 
have made a better choice had you been select- 
ing these materials for yourself." 

" When I was married, Mr. Carver, I 
had only the shelves of a dingy country store 
from which to select the materials for my 
wedding outfit," replied Mrs. Famum. 

'*And it had to undergo a thorough 
airing out of doors, Mr, Carver to rid it of 
the tobacco odor diffused by smoking loung- 
ers," interjected Captain Farnum in tones of 
assumed indignation. 

It was late Sunday night when Phil Car- 
ver reluctantly took his departure from the 
Farnum residence in Columbia Falls. As 
the winter season was approaching, when his 
visits to Captain Famum's hospitable home 
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would of necessity be less frequent, Phil had 
lingered longer than usual, and '*Bob," one 
of Doctor Carver's best saddle horses, which 
he had ridden to Columbia Falls, was mani- 
festing his uneasiness by incessant stamping 
in the stable near by. 

** Well, Sophie, * Bob ' says it is time to 
start for Machias," remarked Phil, as the 
two stood at the front door; and bidding her 
an ardent ''good night," he went to the sta- 
ble, saddled and bridled the intelligent animal 
who was to bear him home, and in a few mo* 
ments the clatter of ^ Bob's' hoofs could be 
heard by Sophia, who was now in her room, 
two windows of which opened toward the 
Machias road. For fully fifteen minutes So- 
phia sat by one of the open windows listening 
to the gradually diminishing sounds of the 
horse's feet; and then with a deep sigh, she 
closed the window, and sat down by the book- 
stand in her room. In absent-minded mood 
she took from the stand a book, and, aimlessly 
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opening it, her eyes fell upon the lines of 

Pope: 

** Ye flowers that droop forsaken by the spring ; 
Ye birds that left by summer cease to sing ; 
Ye trees that fade when autumn heats remove ; 
Say, is not absence death to those who love? '' 

To the poet's query her heart was saying: 
**Te8, yes, 'tis death to part from those we 
love." But with the hopefulness of youth 
and love burning brightly in her heart, So- 
phia, however, soon fell asleep. 

Phil Carver, without mishap, reached 
his home; stabled **Bob"; after which he 
sought his bed, where, in a few minutes, he 
was dreaming of the scene in Master Arthur's 
private school twelve years since, when he 
saw the tear of joy trickling down the fair 
cheek of his school-mate, Sophia Farnum, as 
she looked forward to the happy event which 
was soon to transpire. 

Whether it was because Phil Carver's 
religious sensibilities were being specially 
stirred, or that he had been persuaded by So- 
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phia Farnum to be more regular in his church 
attendance — whatever the explanation — ^the 
fact is he was present nearly every Sunday 
at the village church, of which Rev. Marsh- 
field Steele was then pastor. It may have 
been the pleasant memory of the venerable 
Mr. Lyon, formerly pastor of the Machias 
church, who had in the year 1794 passed 
away, honored and beloved by all, that drew 
Phil to the service conducted from the same 
pulpit, once occupied by him. Rev. Mr. 
Steele, after observing the presence of Phil 
for several successive Sundays, concluded to 
speak with him, which he did. From that 
time an acquaintance sprang up between 
them, which soon ripened into intimacy. So 
strongly attached did Phil become to Mr. 
Steele that he concluded, that unless Sophia 
had a decided preference, he would like 
** Parson Steele" to unite them in marriage. 
Phil's change of cx>nduct was very gratifying 
to his mother, no less than to Mr. and Mrs. 
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Farnum ; and while bis mother was too dis- 
creet to remark in Phil's presence upon the 
change, he could not have failed to observe 
the quiet satisfaction exhibited on her part. 
This braced Phil for the earnest endeavor he 
was making to prove himself worthy of So- 
phia Farnum's love; and of her hand and 
fortune which she had resolved to commit to 
his keeping. 
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VII. 

A TYPICAL COUNTRY STOBB. 

AMONG the half-dozen or more stores in 
Machias was one kept by William 
Thomas, situated on Main Street, a few rods 
above the Doctor Carver residence, and nearly 
opposite the famous Burnham Tavern. This 
store was a one-story, unpainted building, 
with its end toward the street; the two sides 
and ends were shingled. The windows were 
small, each containing fifteen panes of seven- 
by-nine glass. The door was only of suffi- 
cient width to admit a barrel when brought 
in "on its end "; while in height it was only 
about six feet. The proprietor of this quaint 
store was nearly six feet in height, slender in 
build, and weighed about one hundred and 
forty pounds. While he was not prepossess- 
ing in appearance, he was nevertheless digni- 
fied in deportment, and hence was a noticea 
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ble figure in Machias. In self-assurance he 
was by no means lacking. So pronounced 
were some of his characteristics that at the 
present day he would be termed a **crank"; 
but in his own time he was simply regarded 
as "odd." Mr. Thomas* official station in 
the village church — ^that of deacon — did not 
deter him from dealing in strong drink; in- 
deed, the sale and use of strong drink in those 
early days was considered not one whit less 
respectable, than the sale in the twentieth 
century, of tea and coflfee; neither did the 
moderate use of strong drink, in the days 
spoken of, affect in the least one's social or 
ecclesiastical standing. 

During the winter of the year 1805, Joe 
Beetle came to Machias, as usual, for his 
stock of provisions; and he did not omit pro- 
curing a little rum and tobacco at each visit. 
Joe was accustomed, for prudential reasons, 
to patronising, in turn, each of the village 
stores. On the occasion of- which^the present 
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chapter speaks he went for his modest supply 
of provisions to Deacon Thomas' store. The 
good Deacon was unfortunately club-footed ; 
and it must be confessed that while Joe liked 
the Deacon's rum and tobacco, and other 
commodities, he looked upon his club foot 
with supercilious contempt. 

The day of Joe's visit to Machias was a 
cold one; and there was considerable snow on 
the ground. He had hugged the indulgent 
Deacon's well-filled wood stove nearly all the 
afternoon ; for Joe preferred bare ground for 
his acrobatic feats, and invariably shunned 
the snow for the performance of the mock 
war-dances he was wont to give to the curi- 
ous crowd that gathered about him, when in 
a warlike frame of mind, he went through 
the weird movements of the Indians in prep- 
aration for the war path. 

^s usual, Joe had, during the afternoon, 
imbibed freely of West India rum, in Deacon 
Thomas' store; and be had repeated his stock 
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of rhymes to several fi^oups of patrons, who 
had been coming and going, during his pro- 
tracted visit at this country store. At length 
the hour arrived for Joe's departure for home. 
By this time it was snowing hard, and the 
temperature had fallen several degrees. As 
he lazily rose from his seat beside the red-hot 
stove, to make a start toward home, Joe 
said: 

' * Deacon, me going home ; me want nud- 
der half pint rum to take home." 

Deacon Thomas, to whose credit it should 
be said, did not discard conscience entirely 
from the conduct of his business; and think- 
ing his swarthy customer had already im- 
bibed sufficiently for a *'good Indian," re- 
plied : 

**Joe, you've had enough for one day. 
If you have any more you won't be able to 
get home in this driving snow storm. You 
know you have a long walk before you." 

But Joe, was not be put off in this fash- 
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ion. He said: " If I don't have half pint 
more rum me can't get home." 

** I don't believe that, Joe. No; I shall 
give you no more rum," persisted the consci- 
entious Deacon. 

"You give me half pint rum, Deacon, 
me make you rhyme." 

"Oh, we've heard all your rhymes, Joe; 
we do not wish to hear them again." This, 
thought the Deacon, will silence Joe's request 
for more rum. Not so, however. Joe was 
equal to the occasion. 

" Me make you new rhyme." 

" You have no new rhymes, Joe." 

" Me make one, sartin. Deacon. Me 
make new rhyme; never heard it before; 
never hear it again, from Indian Joe, Dea- 
con," slyly remarked Beetle. 

** Well, Joe, if you really think you can't 
get home without another half pint of rum, 
why, I will make you a present of it; but no 
matter about the new rhyme; I am too busy 
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to listen to it ; and the company is too sleepy, " 
[pointing to the loungers about the hot stove] 
**to comprehend it." 

^^ New one — new rhyme. Deacon," in- 
sisted the wily Indian. 

** Well, well, go ahead, and don't make 
it too long," said Deacon Thomas somewhat 
impatiently ; for customers were then waiting 
to be served by him. 

Joe got his half pint of rum, and then 
walked meditatively, as if the muse was cud- 
geling his muddled brain, toward the door. 
He opened it; and, as he stood with his hand 
on the latch of the open door, he turned his 
face back toward the rear of the store. Clear- 
ing his throat, husky from the drink, and the 
heated room, he began; looking steadfastly 
meanwhile at Deacon Thomas : 

** A pumpled foot widout a boot, 
A body full of ebil ; 
When I look back on de Deacon*s tracks 
Itrnkhimbededebil.'' 

* 

The last line of the second couplet was 
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scarcely out of Joe's mouth, when be slammed 
to the dooFy and instautly disappeared into 
the rapidly increasing snow storm without. 
Deacon Thomas, feigning displeasure at the 
rhyme made at his expense, started toward 
the door; and reaching it, opened it. As he 
peered out into the street he could faintly dis- 
cern, through the falling snowflakes, the re- 
treating form of the *'Poet of the Pines"; 
and could hear him repeating the "new 
rhyme," as if he were rehearsing it for future 
use. 

Deacon William Thomas' store was one 
of the favorite village rendezvous for loungers ; 
and a stormy night was the most favorable 
time for a gathering of that class of persons. 
Soon after supper time, especially during the 
winter season, these loungers began to arrive, 
and by half past seven o'clock the stove in the 
rear of the store was literally surrounded by 
men from different sections of the village, 
and some even from the outlying country. 
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Some sat on stools, some on boxes, and a few 
on chaii's; while others occupied the tops of 
sugar barrels and cracker barrels. 

Women are frequently spoken of as 
adepts in the art of gossiping; but a company 
of men gathered around a warm fire on a cold 
winter's night in a country store, can do more 
gossiping in the same length of time, than 
the best ladies' sewing society ever organized. 

While the crowd of loungers were seated 
about the stove toasting their shins, and, 
metaphorically speaking, roasting their neigh- 
bors. Oilman H. Arthur, the village school- 
master, entered the store; and after a cordial 
salutation for the entire throng, proceeded at 
once to make some small purchases at the 
drygoods counter. 

"Is it still snowing. Master Arthur?" 
was Deacon Thomas' solitary question, as he 
clumsily wrapped the purchases for his cus- 
tomer. 

" Yes; I think it has set in for a regular 
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storm," was the brief reply; and taking the 
package, he passed out of the store, which by 
this time was filled with a cloud of tobacco 
smoke, with a pleasant "good night" to the 
merchant. 

Arthur's disappearance through the door 
was the signal for Jeb Miller to inquire of the 
crowd, now somewhat removed, for greater 
comfort, from the hot fire : 

" Say » boys, did ye ever hear how the 
Irish schoolmaster scored the arbitrators to 
whom his assault and battery case was re- 
ferred?" 

" What 'salt an' battery case do ye mean, 
Jeb?" asked Morgan Skinner, who lived a 
little outside Machias village, and came *'to 
town" only occasionally. 

'*Why, bless my boots, Morg, where 
have you been living the past year?" was 
Jeb Miller's curt inquiry. 

" I've ben livin' to hum most of the time, 
Smartie, where ev'ry rispecterble man b'longs. 
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inste'd er loungin' 'round good Deacon Thom- 
as' store on a cracker bar'l," answered Skin- 
ner, with no little show of feeling. 

•* Oh, well, Morg, you needn't get mad. 
No ojffense intended, neighbor. 

This little conversation was followed by 
a roar of laughter that called forth a mild 
hint from the Deacon, not to make too much 
noise, lest his place of business be taken by 
passers-by for the village tavern. 

*^ Jest as you say. Deacon," was Dan 
Bates' good-natured remark. 

''Skinner isn't the only one who hasn't 
heard of the assault and battery case you 
mention, Jeb," spoke up Ike Belden; ''tell us 
about it, neighbor." 

" Well," began Jeb Miller, as he struck 
a match, and relighted his clay pipe; "you 
see, Arthur was at Bumham's Tavern, and 
had been imbibing rather freely — ^you know 
he does occasionally take a *nip,' boys" — 
and the subject of the seizure of Ichabod 
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Jones' sloops, the Polly and the Unity ^ at 
the opening of the Revolution, was brought 
up. Some one present expressed the opinion 
that the citizens of Machias should have 
seized Jones himself, long before the attempt 
was made to do so, and held him as a pris- 
oner because of his tory proclivities. This 
brought on a heated discussion of the whole 
subject, during which Hank Somers re- 
marked : ' There never would have been any 
trouble here, but for those hot-headed O'Bri- 
ens, and a few others; it was a great pity the 
Irish had not remained in their own country, 
instead of coming over here to stir up ill feel- 
ing against Great Britain.' Hank's father, 
it was generally known, had been one of the 
rankest tories in the County, during the Rev- 
olution. It was he who deliberately circu- 
lated false reports concerning the brave Cap- 
tain Jeremiah O'Brien, while he was at sea 
preying upon the commerce of the mother 
country, and striking telling blows in the 
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cause of freedom. These reports, had in some 
way, reached the ears of the Council of the 
State Congress at Boston, and influenced this 
sometimes arbitrary body from extending that 
hearty support to Captain O'Brien which he 
needed for the accomplishment of the best 
results in the Colonial service. It was only 
the good standing of Somers' wife's relations 
that saved his neck from the halter. 'Would 
there had been more Irish patriots here like 
the O'Briens,' remarked Arthur, *to have 
run up the tories of Machias on the halyards 
of Jones' sloops; every one of them! It's a 
shame that men now living under the folds of 
the United States flag, and enjoying its pro- 
tection, should traduce such ardent patriots 
as the O'Briens, who risked their lives, and 
sacrificed their worldly prospects, in Free- 
dom's cause; they had better seek a new place 
of residence among people of their own trea- 
sonable sentiments. This free country is no 
place for the satraps of despotic power.' By 
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this time Hank Somers was white with rage) 
and, adrancing toward Arthur with clenched 
fistSy he was making every preparation for 
assaulting him. It cannot be denied, boys^ 
that the schoolmaster was coni»derably ' half 
seas over' ; indeed, a coward like Hank Som- 
ers would not have attacked a sober man. 
Arthur, who had kept his eyes intently fixed 
upon Somers, saw the intended blow as it ap- 
proached him, and quickly parried it; so that 
his assailant's fist came slightly in contact 
with his left shoulder — glancing off^ so that 
Somers was thrown considerably oft his bal- 
ance. Instantly, Arthur sent out his right 
hand into Hank's face, with a force that sent 
him reeling and tumbling over a chair imme- 
diately back of him. ' Now, Somers, if you 
don't shut your foul tory mouth as tight as a 
vise, and cease uttering slanders upon my 
countrymen who assisted in establishing 
American independence, I'll give you another 
that will prepare you for being carried, feet 
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first, out of the land of freedom, to be depos- 
ited like a dog in British soil. Do ye hear, 
you scum of despotism?' Hank attempted 
to open his mouth as if to say something. 
Arthur drew back his right hand, and with 
the flat of it, gave Somers a slap across the 
face, that convinced him he was not dealing 
with a helpless man. 

*^ Hank Somers went immediately to the 
house of Judge Stephen Johnson in the vil- 
lage, and requested the issuance of a warrant 
against Arthur for assault and battery, and 
attempt to kill. The wise Judge, who knew 
both parties well, advised Hank not to be 
hasty in the matter. But the irate fellow 
insisted upon the issuance of the warrant. 
Armed with the warrant, given against the 
better judgment of Judge Johnson, Hank 
was determined to show Arthur no mercy, 
but to prosecute him to the bitter end. Hank 
found a constable^ who reluctantly took the 
warrant. As an officer of the law, he was 
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obliged to serve it; much as he personally 
detested Somers, and respected the village 
schoolmaster. Finding Master Arthur at his 
place of residence next morning, the consta- 
ble, with the expression of sincere regret over 
the necessity of executing the warrant, first 
read it aloud, and afterward placed a copy in 
the hands of the schoolmaster. He took it; 
and after a pleasant social chat, the officer of 
the law departed. 

'* In due course of time the case came 
before Judge Johnson. Wishing to have the 
difficulty settled without the publicity and 
odium of a regular court trial, he referred 
the matter to three arbitrators, 'with power.' 
These arbitrators were. Dr. Parker Carver, 
Captain John Taintor and ^Squire James Ap- 
pleton — three conservative and highly respect- 
ed members of community. The arbitrators 
met, and after due deliberation, acquitted 
Arthur ; improving the opportunity, however, 
by the administration of a mild reprimand of 
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the village schoolmaster for his frequenting? 
of taverns and for his growing habit of dissi- 
pation. The award, or decision, of the arbi- 
trators was highly displeasing to Master Ar- 
thur; and, in subsequently giving an account 
of the affair, he placed a characteristically 
satirical construction upon the entire proceed- 
ings — referring to the really friendly arbitra- 
tors as: * Doctor Mundungus, Peter Smell- 
fungus and James the Scribbler.' " 

" Just like the witty Irish schoolteacher," 
remarked Dan Bates. '*He's a master of 
satire." 

Deacon Thomas was himself so deeply 
interested in the rehearsal of this story, that 
instead of endeavoring to check the uproari- 
ous laughter that followed its unique relation 
by Jeb Miller, he joined heartily in it; laugh- 
ing, as he afterward remarked, until he felt 
''quite unlike a deacon should." 

To escape the heat of Deacon Thomas' 
store, Jeb Miller, after the laughter had sub- 



Digitized by 



Google 



136 PHIL CARVER 



sided, strolled out toward the door, and in 
order to get a bit of fresh air, opened it a few 
inches and **poked his nose out." The snow 
was blown into his face with such force that 
Jeb quickly closed the door. Going back to 
the stove he remarked : *' Well, boys, if we 
don*t wish to be dug out of a snowdrift to- 
morrow morning, we had better make a bee- 
line for home." So buttoning up his great- 
coat, tucking his pantaloons into his boot-tops, 
and pulling his fur cap down over his gen- 
erous ears, he started back for the door with : 
" Good night, boys; good night, Deacon; I'm 
going home to see Mrs. Jeb Miller." 

"Fall in, boys," spoke up Skinner; **and 
let's go home together; if we git snowed in, 
we c'n dig each other eout, eh ? " 

** I think I'd rather be roasted to death 
beside the good Deacon's stove, than freeze 
to death in a snowbank," remarked Dan 
Bates, who lingered beside the red-hot stove. 

" If you'd rather die alone, than in good 
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company, why, stay where you are, Dan," 
responded Jeb Miller; *' but we're going." 

This brought Dan to his feet; and in a 
few minutes Deacon Thomas was left alone 
in his store to reckon up the day's profits and 
fix up the fire for the night. As the Deacon 
hved but a short distance from his store, he 
was soon at home. After a busy day he 
promptly sought his bed; and it was not long 
before he was locked in the arms of refreshing 
sleep. As he fell asleep, however, he found 
himself recalling the scenes and experiences 
of the day, particularly the visit of Joe Bee- 
tle to his store; and, as he related next day, 
the last thing he remembered thinking about 
was Joe's rhyme, which was running, " like 
a piece of machinery" in his head : 

'* A pumpled foot widout a boot, 
A body full of ebil ; 
When I look back on de Deacon's tracks 
I tink him be de debil/' 
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VIII. 

A VILLAGE WKDDINO. 

IN the early part of the month of July, in 
the year 1806, Machias was aroused from 
the even tenor of its ways by the announce- 
ment, passed from mouth to mouth, that 
Phillips Carver and Sophia Famum had been 
quietly married at the bride's home, in Col- 
umbia Falls; Rev. Marshfield Steele the be- 
loved pastor of the Maohias Congregational 
Church, having been the officiating minister. 
Many of the numerous friends of the bride 
and groom in the county, much to their dis- 
appointment, missing the coveted opportunity 
of extending their congratulations to the 
handsome wedded pair, by reason of the fact 
that only the second day after the marriage, 
they started for Boston, on board one of Cap- 
tain Famum's vessels, on their wedding trip. 
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Several days before the wedding at Columbia 
Falls, the Martha had been brought up to 
Machias by the first mate and crew, so as to 
be in readiness to take the wedding party on 
board. As Captain Famum's best turn-out 
brought the party to Machias, on the morning 
of that beautiful day in July, a jolly crowd 
of young persons in the village and immedi- 
ate vicinity, were gathered at the wharf to 
greet the happy couple, and extend their sin- 
cere congratulations, and hearty wishes for a 
pleasant trip and a safe return. Many were 
the prophecies uttered, that the bright day 
which was to witness the departure of Phil 
and Sophia, was typical of the career that 
lay before the young pair, just embarking on 
the sea of matrimonial venture. Only (me 
discordant note was heard in the symphony 
of kindly feeling that rose from the hearts of 
the joyous crowd that thronged the Martha^ 8 
deck, while the necessary preparations were 
being made for her sail down the river — that 
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note issued from the lips of Mary Lanningy 
whose envy found expression in the signifi- 
cant remark to an acquaintance : '* She won't 
be so happy a year or two hence I " 

"All ashore!" sang out the Martha* 9 
mate, as the moment approached for the ves- 
sel to leave the wharf ; and then a scrambling 
for the shore took place, which soon left the 
bridal party and the ship's crew alone on the 
handsome craft. The casting oflf of the haw- 
sers was the work of a moment. Quicker 
almost than it can be narrated, the sails were 
unfurled, and, with a fair wind from the 
northeast, the Martha moved slowly froin 
her moorings, into the river's channel. 

As the vessel swung loose from the 
wharf, there arose a shout from the crowd on 
the shore, that most vividly reminded the 
older inhabitants of the village of the depart- 
ure of the Unity on the morning of June 12, 
1776, to attack the Margaretta, Gracefully 
the Martha moved down the river. On her 
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deck near the quarter rail stood Phil and So- 
phia, waving their handkerchiefs, and shout- 
ing good-bys to their friends on shore, until 
the vessel rounded the point on the southern 
side of the stream, about an eighth of a mile 
below the wharf, whence she had started. 
For an hour or more Phil and Sophia stood 
side by side near the ship's rail, first on the 
leeward, and then on the windward side, ac- 
cording as the points of interest, historic and 
otherwise, were located. 

It was nearly noon when the Martha 
reached the harbor, about six miles below 
Machias, where anchors were thrown out for 
a brief stay. When the bell rang for dinner, 
Phil and Sophia hastened to the cabin, where 
a substantial dinner awaited them at the Cap- 
tain's table. Captain Famum sat at the head 
of the table, and, being in an unusually happy 
frame of mind, did not allow a dull moment 
to be experienced by the little family gather- 
ing of Which the first mate of the Martha 



Digitized by 



Google 



142 PHIL CARVER 

was a part. Dinner over, the entire party 
went on deck again, when the men lighted 
their pipes or cigars; and as they smoked, 
they fell into an interesting conversation upon 
various subjects suggested by the historical 
associations of the vicinity, 

' "Sophie, •' inquired her father, "do you 
see yonder island ? — Round Island, it is called. 
Well, oflP that little island lay the British 
armed vessel Margaretta^ on the morning of 
June 12, 1775, when she was first sighted by 
the American sloop Unity. She did not, 
however, remain there long, after the Unity 
hove in sight, for Captain Moore well knew 
that Captain O'Brien, and his brave crew, 
meant business.'' 

" They certainly did a fine piece of busi- 
ness, when the British vessel was attacked, 
and within the space of an hour, captured,'' 
was Phil Carver's enthusiastic remark. 

In the midst of the conversation there 
sprang up a breeze from the northwest, of 
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which Captain Fanium properly resolved to 
take advantage. So turning to the mate, 
who sat near him, he quietly remarked : 

**Mr. Snow, you may weigh anchor 
and make sail for a start down the bay, as I 
would like the Martha to be well out to sea 
before sundown." 

In a brief quarter of an hour the vessel 
was gliding gracefully over the bay. While 
the mate was engaged in directing the course 
of the Martha^ Captain Farnum, having 
business in the cabin, excused himself; and 
the bride and groom were left sitting alone 
on the windward side of the vessel, which by 
this time was sailing at the rate of at least 
eight knots an hour. As the Martha reached 
the scene of the famous naval engagement 
between the Unity and the Margaretta^ the 
ship's mate approached Phil and Sophia, 
with: 

** Beg pardon, Mr. and Mrs. Carver, for 
the interruption, but as this is your first trip 
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through Machias Bay, you may not object to 
being reminded that we are now passing over 
the spot where the Unity and Margaretta 
came together for the hand-to-hand engage- 
ment between the crews which resulted in the 
capture of the British vessel. John McNeil, 
a Scotchman, you may remember, was the 
only American killed outright. I have been 
informed — and I mention this incident of the 
fight as illustrative of Scotch hardihood — that 
as the two vessels approached each other for 
the death -grapple, McNeil, who had been de- 
tailed to operate the wall piece — the only one 
on board the Unity, by the way — stepped 
outside the bulwark of boards built for the 
protection of the American crew, remarking 
as he did soj 'If I am to shoot and fight, I 
will fight like a man.' While firing the wall 
piece, which was doing splendid execution, 
he was stiiiek by a ball from one of the Brit- 
ish guns, and instantly killed." 

''While his pluck is to be admired, I 
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think he should have remained inside the im- 
provised bulwark, and not have unnecessarily 
exposed himself to the enemy's fire," inter- 
jected Phil Carver. 

" Yes; had he done so, he might be liv- 
ing to-day to narrate, with other participants, 
the thrilling scenes of that June morning," 
Sophia ventured to add. 

'* One of the unexplained phases of the 
incident is the fact that after the fight, John 
McNeil's body was buried at Pot Head, in- 
stead of being taken back to Machias, for 
burial," continued the mate, 

**It may be," remarked Phil Carver, 
**that McNeil's head was so horribly muti- 
lated by the cannon haM as to have been un- 
recognizable; in which case it was a mercy 
to his widow and children that they were not 
allowed to look upon his remains. Do you 
know what became of bis wife and family, 
Mr. Snow ? " 

" I think they removed, soon after the. 
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death of McNeil, to the city of Frederickton, 
New Brunswick," was the reply. 

**Mr. Snow," inquired Phil Carver, as 
the Martha entered the mouth of the bay, 
on her way out to sea, "can you tell me 
what village that is, off to the right ? '' 

**Why, certainly," replied the mate; 
" that is Buck's Harbor, where the captain of 
the British armed cruiser Diligence was cap- 
tured by Captain Stephen Smith, as the for- 
mer came on shore to inquire about the report- 
ed fate of the Margaretta. And just outside 
the narrow entrance to Buck's Harbor was 
where the British vessels. Diligence and Tap- 
naquishy lay, when Captains Jeremiah 
O'Brien and Benjamin Foster captured then) 
on the 12th of July, 1775." 

'* This is, indeed, a most interesting trip, 
Mr. Snow, particularly for one who has never 
before passed through these waters. Our ob- 
servations and experiences will furnish food 
for many a day's thought." 
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*'Yes>and these events we have been 
discussing will become of increasing interest 
to the A.merican people as the years of our 
national history roll round," replied the mate. 

It was not far from three o'clock in the 
afternoon that the Martha^ owing to skillful 
management by the mate as sailing master, 
passed Cross Island, leaving it to the wind- 
ward. By four o'clock the vessel was well 
out to sea, and, under a stiff breeze from the 
northwest, was making rapid progress along 
the coast toward her destination. The view 
of the Maine coast, dotted with islands of 
various sizes and forms — some wooded, and 
others without trees of any description; some 
composed lai^ly of rock, and others with a 
surface of fertile soil — was a most pleasura- 
ble sight to Sophia and Phil, who were mak- 
ing their initial trip to Boston. During the 
entire voyage they were delighted with the 
ever-varying landscape which, like a pano- 
rama, lay cdong the course of the passing 
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vessel. What most deeply interested them, 
however, were the numerous villages nestled 
in quiet nooks along the coast, or looming up 
from the promontories which made them the 
more conspicuous. Many of these picturesque 
villages were designated either by Captain 
Famum, or by the mate; to both of whom 
they were familiar sights. 

With a favorable wind and tide the voy- 
age of the Martha^ under the skillful man- 
agement of the mate, was accomplished in 
less than a week. On their arrival in Boston, 
Phil Carver and his bride found a congenial 
home among the friends of Captain Farnum, 
under whose escort, during their sojourn in 
the city, they visited many points of rare his- 
toric interest. As Captain Farnum had pre- 
viously arranged to take on board, for the 
return trip, a full load of merchandise, the 
stay of the Martha in Boston would extend 
over a week, at least; and as he remarked to 
Phil and Sophia, as they entered the carriage. 
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to be driven to the home of their friends: 
*' It may be ten days before we are loaded, 
and ready to return to Jonesport/' 

During the absence of Phil Carver and 
his young bride from Machias, conversation 
was by no means idle concerning the newly 
wedded couple, and the prospects that lay 
before Sophia; who, during her temporary 
residence in the village, had made many 
warm friends, and had become a general 
favorite. It must be confessed that many 
fears were expressed that "Sophie," as her 
friends continued to call her, had made a seri- 
ous mistake in marrying young Carver, be- 
cause of his Well-known convivial habits. 
Opinion, however, seemed to be about equally 
divided as to the final outcome of this matri- 
monial venture. Among the more hopeful 
was Master Arthur, who was inflexible in his 
opinion that Phil, "after sowing a few more 
of his wild oats," would settle down, and be 
a good husband, and a highly useful citizen. 
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*' Phil Carver is too high-minded to become a 
confirmed inebriate," insisted the Irish school 
master; while not a few others in the village 
were expressing the fear that he would finally 
succumb to the drink-habit beyond the hope 
of recovery. " Men are but children of larger 
growth," Phil Carver's former instructor fre- 
quently quoted, in support of his opinion con* 
cerning the future of his former pupil; **and 
all Phil's aspirations, as a boy, were upward. 
His dissipations are but a temporary deviation 
from the natural bent of his truly noble 
nature." 

While this interchange of local opinion 
was still active, the bride and groom returned 
from their honeymoon in Boston. Instead of 
returning by way of Machias, whence they 
had departed on their wedding trip, the Mar- 
tha touched first at Jonesport, a seaport vil- 
lage some twenty miles south of Machias. 
Here, a portion of the ship's cargo was left. 
A pretty sail of ten miles westward brought 
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them to the mouth of Pleasant River. The 
only place on the river touched at by the 
Martha^ was Addison Point, about five miles 
south of Columbia Falls, where another por- 
tion of her cargo was left. This reduced the 
draught of the vessel, so that she had no dif- 
ficulty, despite the shallowness of the stream, 
in reaching '*the Falls." As the Martha 
hove in sight, the villagers began to assem- 
ble at "Whitney's landing," on the south 
side of the river; and by the time the ship 
was made fast, the wharf was alive with the 
young friends of Sophia, who had turned out 
to welcome her and her husband back to the 
quiet village. 

After a brief stay at Columbia Falls, 
where the newly wedded couple were given a 
splendid reception by their friends, they again 
boarded the Martha^ and after a sail via 
Machias Bay and Machiasport, of about 
thirty-six miles, reached Machias. The news 
of their departure from Columbia Falls had 
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reached Macbias in advance of their arrival ; 
and at the wharf in the village where they 
landed they were met by a joyous company, 
by whom they were escorted, with lively 
demonstrations to the home of Doctor Carver. 
On the following evening a reception 
was given the wedded couple at the home 
of the bridegroom's parents. To attempt 
to mention by name the host of friends 
gathered in the spacious Carver residence, to 
congratulate Mr. and Mrs. Phillips Carver, 
would be of no particular interest to readers. 
No gathering in Machias, of a social charac- 
ter, however, was considered complete with- 
out the presence of Colonel Jeremiah O'Brien. 
Hence, conspicuous amongst the houseful of 
invited guests, was this idolized hero of the 
Seven Years' Struggle for American inde- 
pendence. Not alone because of his heroic 
achievements in the war of the Revolution, 
but because, also, of his genial disposition, 
and bis iqezharistible fund of stories. Colonel 
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O'Brien was eagerly sought to grace the vU- 
lage gatherings; and many a company had 
he entertained by the relation of his exploits 
in the naval and privateer service. 

Jere. Bryant, Jr., was also present. He 
caused great amusement by remarking, as he 
entered the room where Phil and Sophia Car- 
ver were receiving the guests : 

*' Phil, you deserve to have the big round 
ruler used on you for this matrimonial trans- 
action of yours. You have carried off — this 
is a 'state secret,' by the way — the only girl 
in the county I ever took any particular fancy 
to." 

** First come, first served," responded 
Phil. 

"True," replied Jerry; **but you have 
taken good care, my boy, that no other fellow 
should come first, last, or any other time." 

"It's too late, Jerry, to grumble; the 
deed is done, and we must all succumb to the 
inevitable." 
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'* Yes; and accept, I suppose," said Jer- 
ry, with simulated seriousness, "the dictum 
of the philosophical poet when he says : 

* The doom was written, the decree was past, 
Ere the foundations of the world were cast* '* 

** There are two, at least, Jerry, who find 
satisfaction in the poet's philosophy," was the 
expressed conclusion of Sophia, as she glanced 
with unconcealed pride toward her husband. 

** Well, if the fated ones are satisfied, we 
will all join in the celebration of the event," 
was Jerry's good-natured reply. 

This conversation was out short by the 
announcement from Doctor Carver, that 
* ' The groaning table is waiting to be relieved. " 

" And we are the people who can admin- 
ister the relief, without any professions of 
self-sacrifice on our part," declared Jerry. 

In a few moments the company were 
seated at the table, spread with a most boun- 
teous repast. Doctor and Mrs. Carver were 
in high spirits; and the witty and eccentric 
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physician made no little amusement for the 
company, by his apt remarks. 

The meal was scarcely begun, when the 
Irish schoolmaster entered the room where 
the company was seated, having been de- 
tained until this late moment by unexpected 
business. 

** Master Arthur," exclaimed Jerry, *' it 
is with sincere regrets that I announce that 
school has commenced; and that no tardy 
pupils will be admitted; you may, however, 
come to morrow; but it will be necessary to 
come early." 

" Good friends," said Doctor Carver, '* I 
think I can adjust this matter without viola- 
tion of the rules of the school. The fact is, 
we are half an hour ahead of time with our 
supper. It is now but seven o'clock. I mis- 
trust one of your pupils. Master Arthur, has 
been tampering with the old clock in the hall- 
way. Here, Master Arthur, sit beside the 
Colonel; you'll find him a congenial compan- 
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ion, so long as you do not meddle with bid 
plate." 

Master Arthur was no sooner seated, than 
Jere. Bryant, Jr., made a confession: 

" I never tampei'ed with thei school clock 
but once, Master Arthur; that was when I 
wished to get out half an hour before the 
usual closing time, to slide doWn hill." 

**At last the guilty one is discovered! 
Out of his own mouth be is convicted I " re- 
marked the quick-witted schoolmaster; '^and 
you may congratulate yourself, Jerry, that 
the big round wooden ruler is no longer eligi- 
ble." 

For an hour there flashed from one end 
of the table to the other, wit, repartee and 
good humor, that kept the company in con- 
tinuous laughter, and greatly facilitated the 
relief of the groaning table. The supper was 
followed by social conversation, and the even- 
ing closed with dancing, a local musician^ 
with the violin, furnishing the music and 
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•'calling: off." At a late hour the jolly com* 
pany dispersed, each wishing Phil and Sophia 
happiness and prosperity. 

At the end of a brief stay at Doctor 
Carver's house, Phil and Sophia began house- 
keeping in one of Doctor Carver's houses. 
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SOPHIA carver's ordeal. 

So happy — superlatively happy — were Phil 
and Sophia Carver in their cosy home in 
Machias, that time seemed to be passing on 
wings. More than once, as they remarked 
upon the rapid flight of the days and weeks, 
Phil quoted the lines, the thought of which 
was so frequently emphasized by Master Ar- 
thur during their fondly remembered school 
days: 

'* Time never bears such swift moments on his 
wing, 
As when he flies too swiftly to be mark*d.** 

The people of the village, save a few 
of the more thoughtful and observant ones, 
were settling down to the conclusion that 
Phillips Carver would, after all, disappoint 
the gravest fears hitherto entertained concern- 
ing his future, and that of his handsome 
bride. Each Sunday found him, with Sophia 
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at his side, in the village church, where he 
entered with deep interest into the service. 
Not infrequently they repeated the moonlight 
row down the Machias River, when antenup- 
tial experiences were recalled, and antenuptial 
vows renewed. If the sentiment of the poet, 

** That marriage rightly understood, 
Gives to the tender and the good 
A paradise below ' ' — 

did not find oral expression, it did, neverthe- 
less, bum brightly upon the altars of their 
young hearts. 

A twelvemonth is gone. Little by little 
Phil Carver had been persuaded by his for- 
mer associates, to resume his visits, for social 
enjoyment, to the village tavern. For several 
months he drank nothing ; again and again 
resisting the solicitations of his companions 
to indulge. 

But, alas ! to these solicitations, repeated 

with increasing urgency, Phil Carver at last 

succumbed. It was not long before he was 

ack in his old ways. Despite the warnings 
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and entreaties of friends, he was going from 
bad to worse. He spent a large portion of 
his time at the Burnham Tavern. His young 
wife saw little of him. Long into the night 
she would sit, and anxiously await his return 
home. She sought, by words of kindness, to 
win him from the evil ways into which he 
had been drawn by his old associates. She 
invariably greeted him, on his home-coming, 
with a smile. Never for a moment did she 
relinquish the hope that he would recover 
himself, and be an honor to his friends. So- 
phia Carver was frequently obliged to call 
upon her father for assistance in supplying 
the household needs; and this assistance was 
most cheerfully given. Doctor Oarver, ob- 
serving the drift of affairs, and the failure of 
Phil to provide for his wife, also rendered 
timely aid. While Sophia keenly felt the 
humiliation of the situation, she uttered no 
word of complaint to her husband or to other 
friends. She was inflexible in her conviction 
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that PhiPs dissipations would be of short 
duration. 

With Sophia the weeks dragged wearily 
along. To relieve the monotony of her lone- 
liness, she spent no little time at Mrs. Car- 
ver's ; where she was cordially welcomed. In 
Phil's mother she found a judicious sympa- 
thizer, and a sincere friend. Village gossip 
was alive. Mary Lanning improved every 
opportunity to remind her acquaintances of 
the prophecy she had uttered, as Phil Carver 
and his young bride were about starting on 
their wedding trip. To the repetition of these 
prophetic words she added: ''Didn't I tell 
you so ? " 

Phil Carver was beginning to realize the 
gravity of the situation. He felt himself 
coming more and more completely under the 
awful power of strong drink. The boast he 
bad so often made, that at any time he could 
give up drink, had become, even in his own 
estimation an idle one. He was painfully 
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conscious of becoming an abject slave to ap- 
petite. The averted eyes of former friends 
impressed him with the fact that he was 
losing their respect; and that he would soon 
forfeit their sympathy and friendly aid. The 
anxious face of his patient wife haunted him 
by day and by night. Her unfailing kind- 
ness shamed him, as he daily witnessed it. 

Phillips Carver was awaking to a reali- 
zation of the disgrace he was bringing upon 
his wife, and parents, and friends. He was 
becoming thoroughly disgusted with himself, 
and remorseful over the unhappiness he was 
causing his young wife. Many were the res- 
olutions of amendment made by Phil; but to 
carry them out he seemed powerless. The 
influence of his old associates over him was 
irresistible. At length he was forced to the 
conclusion that so long as he remained in 
Machias, he could not reform. Fully deter- 
mined, as he at last became, to change his 
course of life, he resolved that 'the one thinur 
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for him to do was to leave home ; to get away 
from bis old associates, and, amid new sur- 
roundings make a supreme endeavor to give 
up drink, and be a man. 

After long continued reflection upon the 
matter, he determined to go to Boston, secure 
a position of some sort, be it ever so humble, 
and begin life over again, as it were. He 
could not, howevipr, take his departure from 
home, without leaving behind some assurance 
of his ardent love for his bride of scarcely two 
years. So, after making the necessary prepa- 
rations for his departure, he wrote, with heavy 
heart, the following letter for Sophia to find 

after he should be on his way to Boston : 
** Dbar Sophik: 

*' I have for some time realized the wretched 
life I have made for you. I have noticed the color 
gradually fading from your once rosy cheeks ; and 
have known that it was my course of life that caused 
it. I know also that I have not afforded you that 
support a husband shotdd give. My best friends are, 
one by one, deserting me. Again and again have I 
resolved to change my course of life ; but all in vain. 
I feel that in Machias I cannot live the life my better 
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natiuc indinefl me to. Old associates and assoclation# 
have too strong a hold upon me^ I have therefore 
concluded to leave home, and remain until I can be A 
man, and then return for you. This conclusion to 
leave you, even temporarily, has cost me heart-pang9 
that I cannot describe to you. When t shall have; 
come to my better sdf , and am able to suitably care 
for you, it may be you irill be willing to come to me^ 
and together we ^1 make a ileW home, amid new 
associations. I have written my pitt'ents of my deter^ 
mination, and shall leave you for a time in their care^ 
They will see that you want for nothing. Sophie, da 
not for a moment think I love you one whit less than 
when I asked your heart and hand in marriage, t 
still love you ! It is because I still love you, that I 
am fully resolved to no longer make you unhappy J 
to no longer bring disgrace upon yon, and cause you 
the mortification I have long observed you to experi^ 
ence, because of my conduct. I shall bear yotff 
image, not only in my memofy, but on my heart. 
Faithful to you will I he, whatever betides me ; of 
this be assured. May I ask that you think of me as 
tAe man I have desired^ and still desire^ to he; and 
the man I hope to become^ before we meet a^atn, 
** Yours, most al^ection«tely^ 

Placing' tbis letter on the mantelpiece 
in the dining-room, where she would be cer- 
tian to find it, when on Sunday morning she 
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Went to wind the clock, he quietly left his 
home. As he turned back to get a last look 
at his home, a tear stole into his eye, which 
he quickly brushed away. He reached the 
iressel at the village wharf, just at dusk« 
Qoing on board, he passed down into the 
cabin assigned him by the captain, with whom 
he had previously made all arrangements for 
the voyage to Boston. There he remained 
until after dark, when he went on deck, and 
sat for several hours in deep meditation upon 
the past, and in making earnest resolves for 
the future. More than once he regretted the 
step he was taking, which would remove him 
from Sophia; and he had half a mind to 
return, and fight out the battle in Machias* 
But the thought of his futile endeavors in the 
past to change his course of life, and the hope 
of returning in due time a changed man, 
braced him for the step he had resolved upon. 
It was almost midnight when he sought his 
cabin, where he was soon asleep. Early next 
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morning, even before Phil Carver had risen) 
the vessel had taken her departure from the 
wharf; and by noon she was well out toward 
the open sea, on her westward course. 

On her return from a call upon Doctor 
and Mrs. Carver, Sophia did not find her hus- 
band at home. Inferring that he was at 
Bumham's Tavern, and would soon return 
for supper, she sat down and soon fell into a 
reverie, in which there floated before her 
vision the pleasant hours spent in Master Ar* 
thur's school. This changed to the moon* 
light ride down the Machias River; and one 
by one, there passed before her^ like a pano- 
rama, the happy hours in her Columbia Falls 
home; the marriage scene; the few happy 
months in her Machias home ;-^until at length 
she sobbed aloud over the marked change. 
Then, recovering her usual composure, she 
exclaimed: ** I will still hope there will come 
a change over Phil. Courage, my heart! 
Be patient!" 
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When Phil did not return home at the 
usual late hour of arrival, she concluded he 
might have gone to the home of his parents. 
When the hour of ten arrived, and he did 
not come, she hastened over to Doctor Car- 
ver's, only to learn that he had not been 
there. One of Phil's brothers was sent to 
the Burnham Tavern, where he learned that 
Phil had not been there since two o'clock in 
the afternoon. 

"Where can he be?" was the anxious 
inquiry of each in turn. 

"He may have gone out to Columbia 
Falls to have a talk with father," was So- 
phia's final conclusion. So she returned home, 
and with a heavy burden on her heart, went 
to bed; but not to sleep, until late in the 
morning. At six o'clock next morning she 
was up and dressed. Alone she ate her bre€tk- 
fast. It must have been about eleven o'clock 
of the same morning, that, going to the clock 
to get a recipe she had placed there for safe 
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keeping, she saw the letter with her own name 
on the outside, in Phil's handwriting, on the 
mantelpiece. Hastily taking the letter, she 
went to the window, sat down, and began to 
read it. When she reached the portion of the 
letter which told of her husband's resolution 
to leave home, she burst into tears; in the 
midst of which, Mrs. Doctor Carver came 
into the room to inquire after Phil. 

** Why, my dear child, what is the mean- 
ing of this," inquired Mrs. Carver. 

Scarcely able to speak a word, so violent 
was her grief, Sophia managed to say: ** He 
has left Machias. He says he will not return 
till he has reformed. He says he still loves 
me, else my heart would break." 

" My child, I know he loves you. Only 
a few days ago he remarked to me that he 
was unworthy of such a noble woman as he 
had for a wife. It is, indeed, a great blow to 
all of us to have Phil leave home under these 
circumstances. I cannot, however, but think 
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it is, on the whole, the best thing for him to 
do. He seems to be fully in the power of his 
evil associates in Machias. In a strange 
place he may do better; begin life over again, 
BO far as concerns his habits. That he will 
be true to you, Sophie, wherever he may go, 
I do not for a moment question. You shall 
never want, dear child, so long as his parents 
have anything to share with you.'' 

"Yes, I believe, dear mother, that Phil 
will do better away from Machias. But if 
be had only informed me where he was going, 
00 we could have exchanged letters. To pass 
day after day in loneliness, without a word 
from him, this is the most cruel part of my 
trial," was Sophia's rejdy, spoken between 
aobs and tears. 

" My child, never fear but Phil will in 
some way communicate with you, after he 
reaches his destination^ He is too kind heart- 
ad and loves you too truly, to leave you in sus- 
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pense as to his whereabouts. You will bear 
from him in due time." 

Under the influence of Mrs. Carver's 
kind words, Sophia was regaining her self- 
composure. Her naturally hopeful and heroic 
spirit was beginning to lift her, in a measure, 
at least, above the crushing blow that had 
fallen upon her so unexpectedly, 

** My dear mother — for in a fuller sense 
than ever before, you are such to me now — 
we will together hope and pray for the best. " 

"(Now, my child, I must return. I coun* 
sel you to be patient. Pay little regard to 
the speech of people. Some will talk; and 
you may hear remarks that may hurt your 
feelings. Do not lay them to heart too much. 
Come over often and see us. You will ever 
find a warm welcome. And remember, So- 
phie, in us you will find friends in your great 
trial. Now, good morning, child," said Mrs. 
Carver, as she drew Sophia to hep heart, kiss- 
ing her with an affection that made her 
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daughter-in-law feel that her words were not 
mere empty sounds. 

After the departure of Mrs. Carver, So- 
phia had another crying spell; but she soon 
recovered her self-control, and again sitting 
by the window from which Phil had been so 
fond of looking out upon the placid waters of 
the Machias River, she read his letter. Then 
folding it, she placed on the mantelpiece be- 
side the clock where she had found it. With 
a brave heart and a hopeful spirit she was 
soon engaged in the performance of the day's 
duties. 
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PHIL carver's STRUGCfLBJ. 

THE suddefn disappearance of Phillip^ 
Carver from Machias, and the unbroken 
silence of his wife and parents as to hig^ 
whereabouts, furnished abundant materials 
for the village gossips; and right well did 
they improve the rare opportunity afforded 
them of dissecting the unfortunate victims in 
the case. All sorts of surmises as to Phil 
Carver's probable destination, and as to the 
eauses of his abrupt departure, were freely 
expressed by that class of persons, to be found 
in every semi-civiliased community-^"narrow 
minded and ignorant persons," who ''talk 
about people and not things," and make gos^ 
sip "the bane of the age." 

''Phil Carver's parents made a serious^ 
mistake in aUowlng him to grow up in idle-' 
ness." "It is not to be wondered at, that 
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one who was permitted to spend so much 
time at the village tavern, should have turned 
out as Phil Carver has." ** Phil was a brill- 
iant boy, but he was lacking in strength of 
character." "Good enough for her; she 
should have known better than to marry an 
idle, dissipated fellow like Phil Carver ! She 

is only reaping the reward of her folly." 

^hese are specimens of the thoughtless re- 
marks that were bandied about the village of 
Machias. Did any of this cruel gossip reach 
the ears of Philips Carver's mother^ or of his 
almost broken-hearted young wife ? It were 
indeed strange if it did not. 

It was only a few days after the abrupt 
and mysterious departure of her husband 
from home, that Mrs. Phil Carver met Mary 
Lanning on the street; and with the cruelty 
Inspired by envy, the latter took occasion to 
remark: "Just as I expected, Mrs. Carver. 
1 have always felt that Phil Carver Was un- 
worthy the love of a good woman." 
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"He was certainly too good for you> 
Mary LanniDg," was Sophia's reply, as she 
abruptly left her inquisitive rival standing 
where they had accidentally met. 

" You haven't seen the worst of it, Mrs. 
Carver. You won't be so pert a few months 
hence, when you begin to realize the deep 
disgrace of having been deserted by your 
husband. I guess he had good cause for hid 
departure from home," was the soliloquy of 
Mary Lanning, when she found herself alone 
on the street. 

Sophia Carver's friends rallied about her, 
and by their kind words braced her for the 
severe ordeal through which she was passing. 
Many were the expressions of admiration 
over the heroic manner with which she bore 
herself amid circumstances that would have 
disheartened the average woman. Her pa- 
tience; her hopefulness; her loyalty-^these 
were the qualities of character that shone 
forth with increased lustre, as the clouds of 
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adversity spread wider and wider, over the 
recently fair sky above her. No words were 
more encouraging to Sophia than those of 
Master Arthur, for whom she still cherished 
high regard. 

''Sophia, do not for a moment allow 
yourself to doubt that Phil will yet return, 
and disappoint the fears of those whose 
knowledge of his intrinsic manhood they have 
not, like his former instructor, had the oppor- 
tunity of acquiring. Courage, my child-* 
This is only a passing cloud, that will be fol- 
lowed by the radiant sunshine of happiness 
for you and Phil." 

The one place in Machias where Sophia 
found unfailing sympathy and helpfulness in 
her trial, was the home of Doctor and Mrs. 
Carver, where she was a frequent visitor. 
During a visit to Phil's parents, a few weeks 
after his disappearance, she was cordially in- 
vited to make her permanent home at the 
Carver residence. To this invitation, renewed 
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from time to time, Sophia replied: "I would 
not appear to be ungrateful for the great kind- 
ness which prompts your invitation to make 
my home with you; but I think you will ap- 
preciate my feelings in the matter when I say, 
that no place can ever seem so much like 
home to me as the place where Phil left me 
on his departure from Machias. There I 
would much prefer to remain, that on my 
husband's return he may find me there." 

"As you wish, my dear child," was Mrs. 
Doctor Carver's sympathetic response. **I 
admire your loyalty ; and we will continue to 
do what we can to make you comfortable in 
your present home. Bear in mind, however, 
that the invitation extended to you will never 
be withdrawn ; our home will ever be open to 
you." 

**My dear mother, words cannot ade- 
quately express the gratitude of my heart for 
your kindness. I trust your visits to my 
humble home will be no less frequent in the 
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f pture than in the past. I am always cheered 
by your visits." 

A similar invitation was soon afterward 
extended to Sophia by her own parents, to 
return to her home in Columbia Falls; where 
everything would be done for her comfort. 
*'You are still our beloved child," was the 
warm assurance of Mrs. Farnum; **and in 
this expression of love and sympathy your 
father sincerely joins. Come home, Sophie, 
and remain until Phil*s return.'' 

During the frequent vi3its of Captain 
and Mrs. Farnum to Sophia, in Machias, the 
invitation to "come home" was repeated with 
the urgency of parental love. Sophia's inva- 
riable reply w^ : " ITp, dear parents. In the 
house where Phil Carver left me, he will 
find me when he returns. At the same win- 
dow, opening out upon tl^e river, where Phil 
was so fond of sitting, I hope he may find 
l?ie, when he opens th^ door to enter the home 
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to which we came in the fullness of our young 
love.'* 

Phil Carver arrived in Boston without 
mishap. He found employment in a mercan- 
tile office. He had purposed, on leaving 
home, not to communicate with Sophia, ex- 
cept in such way as to leave her uninformed 
as to his exact whereabouts, until he had fully 
recovered himself from the drink-habit, and 
had become established in some remunerative 
business. During the first months of his resi- 
dence in Boston, Phil Carver successfully 
resisted the cravings of appetite, and avoided 
the use of strong drink. This cost him a 
severe struggle; but the thoughts of his 
young wife and beloved parents at home, 
carried him through. The need of compan- 
ionship, however, led him at length, into asso- 
ciations which soon resulted into his taking 
to drink again. Scarcely a twelvemonth had 
elapsed since his departure from Machias, 
before Phil Carver had become a regular vis- 
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itor to places in Boston where strong drink 
was publicly dispensed. Although he spent 
his evenings in these places, he attended 
strictly during the day to his business. He 
had won the good will of his employer to an 
unusual degree, with the result that his com- 
pensation wa.s increased; and he was also 
promised a permanent position. 

Away from home; without interested 
friends to encourage him; depressed by the 
thought of his folly in the past; conscious of 
the growing power of the appetite for strong 
drink, the excessive use of which was already, 
as he himself realized, beginning to incapaci- 
tate him for his business; it is not strange 
that Phil Carver should have become despond- 
ent. Add to these circumstances the fact, 
that because of his failure to carry out the 
resolutions of amendment which he had 
formed on leaving home, he was debarred, as 
he considered, from communicating with So- 
phia, and receiving in return a message from 
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her; and that he should have become d^- 
spondent) seems to have been the most nat- 
ural thing in the world. Again and again^ 
when alone^ Phil would exclaim: ** There is 
no use trying. Fate is against me. My life 
is ruined. Why should I longer struggle for 
the mastery over appetite ? How foolish to 
have tampered with strong drink } Oh ! tha^ 
my existence had been blotted out ere T had 
brought this ruin upon myself^ and this dis- 
grace and wretchedness upon those I still 
love! What shall I do? There is but one 
thing left. I will drown my woes in the sea 
of oblivion ! " 

Over his troubles Phil Carver btooded, 
until, on a day succeeding a night of dissipa- 
tion at one of the Boston taverns, he resolved 
to commit suicide. Qoing to his room at his 
boarding- place, he wrote the following letter % 

** Dbar Sophie : 

'* It was my intention on leaving home to 
write you as soon as I had recovered myself from the 
drink-habit, and become settled in some remunerative 



Digitized by 



Google 



PmL CAftVER 181 

t)usiness. But my struggle against appetite hds been 
all in vain. I have given up all hope of recovery. I 
shall never return to Machlas. Before this reaches 
you I shall be in the world where there are no entice- 
ments to evil. God only knows how I have struggled 
to be a man ; and how 1 have failed. He knows my 
frailties, and in His mercy I hope. That he will deal 
with me justly I do not doubt ; it is all I ask. Good 
by, my dear Sophie, I shall die with no earthly image 
on my heart save youf's, and my dear mother's* 
Break the news to her as gently as possible. If we 
meet again, may it be where trouble never enters to 
embitter the life. 

** Yours, most affectionately » 
" Boston, Mass." ** Phil. 

This letter was left on the table in Phil's 
toom, addressed to "Mrs. Phillips Carver, 
Machias, Me.,'' with a note for the landlady^ 
instructing, her to forward it at the end of 
three days to its destination. 

Going to the wharf in the city where, a 
few months previously, he had landed on his 
arrival from Machias, he selected a somewhat 
secluded spot, and, in the most deliberate 
manner made every preparation for casting 
himself into the water. 
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Unaware of being closely watched by a 
gentleman, who had arrived on the wharf 
just as he approached its edge to take the 
contemplated leap into the dark waters below, 
Phil buttoned up his coat and pulled his hat 
down tightly onto his head. Waiting a mo- 
ment to breathe a prayer for those he still 
loved, he closed his eyes. 

Surmising, from his strange actions, that 
he was about throwing himself into the water, 
the gentleman quickly approached Phil Car- 
ver from behind his back, and while his eyes 
were closed. Just as Phil was making the 
final movement of his hands preparatory to 
the fatal leap, the gentleman threw his arms 
about the body of the would-be suicide, pulled 
him gently back from the wharf's edge, 
turned him around so the two faced each 
other, and good-naturedly remarked : 

" Hello! Phil; going to take a salt-water 
bath, with your best clothes on, eh ? " 

Phil's timely rescuer was none other than 
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Jere. Bryant, Jr., of Machias, who had ar- 
rived in Boston the day before; and who had 
followed Phil Carver from his boarding-place 
to the wharf. 

** If you wish to have a good swim, Phil, 
you'd better wait till we get back to old Ma- 
chias, where the water is clear and whole- 
some. Ugh! I always did dislike a salt- 
water harbor for bathing purposes. Too 
much garbage floating 'round." 

It was several minutes before Phil Car- 
ver awoke to a realization of the scene. Look- 
ing straight into the face of his rescuer, he 
was amazed to ascertain that it was his old 
schoolmate and friend, Jere. Bryant, Jr. 
Phil, covering his face with his hands, burst 
into tears. Then, recovering somewhat his 
self-composure, he exclaimed : 

*'Let me go, Jerry I I have ruined my 
own life, and that of my wife, and shall be 
better dead than alive. I have disgraced my 
parents and friends, and I do not wish to live 
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longer. Let me go, Jerry!" Phil repeated, 
as he endeavored to break loose from the 
friendly arms that still held him. ** Every 
one has deserted me. I am alone in the 
world." 

** Phil, my boy, there is one who has not 
deserted you. You will not be alone in the 
world so long as your old schoolmate lives." 

The mention of the word * 'schoolmate" 
seemed to arouse fresh hope in Phil Carver's 
heart. It revived many precious memories 
that had become partially obliterated by the 
sad experiences through which, for a period of 
two years, he had been passing. " School- 
mate I schoolmate!" Phil was repeating in 
his mind. 

'* Carver, you are ill. You need the care 
of a physician. You are not yourself, my 
boy. Come with me to my inn, and I will 
call in my friend. Doctor Brigham, who will 
straighten you out, without the use of the big 
round wooden ruler." 
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" Big — round — wooden—ruler" ^these 

words rang in Phil's heart like the sweet 
Bound of some distant bell, which the gentle 
breeze had wafted to his ears. It required 
no little urging to persuade Phil to accom- 
pany his old schoolmate and friend to the inn 
where the latter was stopinng. Once there, 
however, Phil was taken to the pleasant rooms 
whipl^ had been sdected by Jere. Bryant, Jr. 
With Phil Carver's consent a physician was 
immediately sent for. On his arrival, about 
an hour afterward. Doctor Brigham ordered 
Phil to bed, for a few days, at least. Leav- 
ing some medicine for his patient, and sug- 
gesting that a competent nurse be at onee 
procured, the Doctor bade them '^good morn- 
ing," saying he would call again during the 
4ay. Following Dr. Brigham into the hall- 
lyay, Jere. Bryant, Jr,, quietly inquired: 
* 'Anything serious. Doctor ? " 
** Well, no, Mr. Bryant; a few days' rest 
ip. bed, with perfect (j[uiet« and some suitable 
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medicinal remedies, will start him well on the 
way to recovery. He seems to have been 
long brooding over some serious trouble. If 
you can divert his mind from this trouble, it 
will greatly facilitate his complete recovery. 
He may, also, have been dissipating some of 
late. I shall, when of^rtunity offers, advise 
him to avoid the use of stimulants as a bev- 
erage. His highly nervous temperament for- 
bids the use of strong drink, except for med- 
icinal purposes. Now, Mr. Bryant, above all 
things, seek to divert Mr. Carver's thoughts 
from his trouble, whatever it may be; and do 
your best to get him into a cheerful state of 
mind. This will have a decidedly beneficial 
effect upon the patient, and hasten his recov- 
ery. GkK)d morning." 

Under the influence of the medicine left 
for Phil Carver, the patient was soon asleep. 
As Jerre. Bryant, Jr., sat by the window, 
opening to the south, and observed the 
troubled sleep of his friend, he exclaimed : 
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" Poor Phil! you've had a hard time of 
it here, away from Sophie, and among stran- 
gers. I'll stay by you, my boy, until I see 
you on your feet again, however," 

And then there passed in review before 
his memory the pleasant scenes of their 
childhood, and of their school days as pupils 
under Master Arthur's instruction in the pri- 
vate school in Machias. With a violent bod- 
ily movement, as if wrenching himself from 
some power that held him, Phil Carver awoke 
from his sleep of an hour or more, only to 
find his old schoolmate bending affectionately 
over him." 

"Feel a Kttle better, Phil, my boy?" 
inquired Jerry. 

** Where am I?" were the first words 
spok^i by Phil, as his eyes opened. 

"You are with your old schoolmate, 
Phil," replied Jerry; "you've had a nice 
sleep, my boy, and you will Booa be better. 
The doctor says a few days of complete rest 
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in bed, with some suitable remedies, will start 
you well on the road to recovery. So keep as 
quiet as possible, Phil. I'll stay by you, and 
see you through; never fear, my boy." 

The presence and cheering woi^ of Jere. 
Bryant, Jr., acted like an efficient tonic upon 
Phil. 

During the day Phil called his friend to 
the bedside, and saidr ''Jerry, I would like 
you to send at once to my boarding-place and 
request of the landlady a letter left on the 
table in my room. Have it brought to me 
here. Let there be no delay in the matter^ 
I cannot say more to yoii now." 

A messenger Was, therefore^ sent imme^ 
diately; and the letter Phil had left for his 
young wife, announcing his contemplated 
suicide, was brought to him. Tearing it into 
several ineces, he handed them to Jerry, say- 
ing: '' Bum them, Jerry; let no trace of the 
letter remain. " These instructions were faith- 
fully carried out. 
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** Now, what else can I do for you, Phil?" 
inquired Jerry. 

" Will you do me the kindness, Jerry, to 
send a messenger with a note to my recent 
employer, informing him that I am ill; and 
that I will not be able, for a few days to 
return to business." 

"Certainly, my boy; I am here for any 
service you may require of me," was Jerry's 
good-natured response. 

The messenger brought back a reply from 
Phil's employer, saying, among other things : 
** Mr. Carver, I am holding your position for 
you ; and I hope, upon your recovery, for a 
a continuance of your valuable services." 

During a visit of Dr. Brigham to Phil 
Carver, the former remarked : ** How is it, 
Mr. Carver, that your nurse is not around 
When I call?" 

" No nurse so good as an old friend, Doc'^ 
tor," was Phil's reply, as he glanced toward 
Jerry. 
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"Yes, yes; you are right, Mr. Carver/ 
And then turning to Jerry, the Doctor said : 
" I think, Mr. Bryant, I will abdicate in your 
favor. I was always of the opinion — and I 
see no reason for changing it — that good 
nursing is almost, and in the present case^ 
quite as beneficial, as medicine. I can safely 
predict that a few days will suffice to restore 
our patient to his usual health." 

Under Doctor Brigham's skillful treat- 
ment, and Jerry's careful nursing, scarcely a 
fortnight had elapsed before Phil Carver was 
taking his bi-daily constitutional. At the 
end of a month, Phil Carver felt, as he ex- 
pressed it, as if he could **eat a whole Wash- 
ington County deer, brow-antlers and bez- 
antlers included." 

The visit of Jere. Bryant, Jr., in Boston 
having been prolonged beyond his expecta- 
tions; and it being probable he would be re- 
quired to remain a week or ten days longer 
with Phil Carver, he wrote home, saying that 
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urgent business might detain him in the city 
for an indefinite length of time. To Doctor 
Carver he wrote a long letter saying, among 
other things, that he had found Phil, and that 
he was now doing well. '* Break the news to 
Sophie discreetly," were Jerry's closing words 
to Doctor Carver, ** but do not inform her of 
Phil's whereabouts, nor of your source of in- 
formation. These are Phil's instructions in 
the matter, and should be sacredly observed." 
On the occasion of his last call upon Phil 
Carver, Doctor Brigham had a faithful talk 
with his patient as to his mode of life, and 
emphasized the necessity in his case, particu- 
larly, of avoiding the use of ardent spirits as 
a beverage; and of taking plenty of sleep. 
* 'Another attack of illness such as you are 
now recovering from would almost certainly 
result, to say the least, much more seriously 
than this," were Doctor Brigham's words of 
warning, as he bade Phil "good morning," 
at the close of his final visit. 
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Jere. Bryant, Jr., remained with hie old 
schoolmate until he was fully recovered; and 
until he resumed his duties in the mercantile 
office with his old employer, and found a 
more convenient boarding-place. On his de- 
parture for home Jerry exacted a promise 
from Phil that he would avoid visiting tav- 
erns and other places where ardent spirits 
were dispensed, and that he would never 
again use strong drink unless prescribed by a 
competent physician. 

The serious illness through which he had 
just passed, and the fear of still more serious 
consequences from the continued use of strong 
drink, were an effectual warning to Phil Car- 
ver ; and hence the promise given to his friend 
on their separation was not, as in not a few 
instances, ''a mere spasmodic resolution," 
but an intelligent, thoughtful and sole^i^Q 
assurance. 

" Good by, my boy; I hope it will not 
be long before we see you b^ok in old Ma? 
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chias, reunited with the fair lady who is daily 
proving her rare heroism and loyalty; and 
who is the pride of her numerous friends." 

Such were the noble words of Jerry, as, 
at the wharf whither Phil Carver had accom- 
panied him, he stepped on board the schooner 
Judith for his return home. 

"Jerry, when I am the man I desire to 
be, and am able to provide suitable support 
for Sophie, I will ask her to join me here, 
where we can make a new home for ourselves. 
Whether I ever return to Machias to remain 
is doubtful. Much as I love old Machias, I 
fear it is not the place for me." 

As the Judith swung clear from the 
wharf on her return voyage to Machias, the 
careful observer might have seen tears steal- 
ing from Phil's eyes. Until the schooner was 
well out into the harbor he stood, watching 
her gradually fading outlines; and then, with 
bis head hung in deep thought, he returned 
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to his place of businessi and resumed his du^ 
ties. 

On the return of Jerry Bryant, Jr., to 
Machias, almost the first person he met, out- 
side his own family, was Sophia Carver, and 
her eager inquiry was: "Did you see Phil 
during your absencOi Jerry ? " 

Gratifying as it would have been to him, 
personally, to tell her the truth in the case, 
his lips were sealed, and his only reply was : 
" Sophie, it is always darkest just before day- 
dawn. Do you hear ? Keep up good cour- 
age." Wishing to add emphasis to what be 
had already said, he added: '* Sophie, have I 
not said to you, it is always darkest just be- 
fore day-dawn ? If you don^t find me a good 
prophet, when I say to you that Phil and So- 
phie Carver will yet be happy together, why 
— why, I will allow you to hurl the big round 
wooden ruler at me— and I promise you that 
I will not move a halr^s-breadth to escape it." 
Strangely as these words sounded in 
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Mrs. Carver's ears, they gave her fresh hope. 
Her implicit confidence in the honesty of her 
old schoolmate forbad the thought on her 
part, that what he had been saying to her 
were mere idle words. With a light heart, 
and a brighter faith, she resumed the duties 
of life; and often, while absorbed in the per- 
formance of these, she was heard to exclaim : 
** Yes; Phil will come back. I know he 
will. Patience! Patience 1" 
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War is BREWINGf. 

SINCE the year 1S04 England and 1?Ta,n6e 
had been engaged in war with each 
other. During this war England declared a 
portion of the coast of France in a state of 
blockade; and in retaliation Napoleon issued 
a similar declaration with reference to the 
British Isles. In consequence of this double 
blockade, many American merchant vessels, 
unaware of the situation, in attempting to 
enter the ports of these two countries, were 
seized by the English and French cruisers 
patrolling their respective coasts. Before the 
blockades were raised, American foreign com- 
merce was practically destroyed. 

It was during this war between England 
and France that the former power claimed 
what was known as the **right of search" — ' 
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the right of searching American ships at sea ; 
and, if sailors of English birth were found 
on board, forcibly removing them, and com- 
pelling them to serve on English vessels. 
Against this *' impressment*' of our seamen 
the American Government entered its earnest 
and repeated protests. These protests were, 
to all appearances, ignored by the mother 
country; and the offense persistently con- 
tinued. 

The specific act which, more than all 
others, aroused the indignation of the Ameri- 
can people, was the firing into the American 
frigate Chesapeake by the English frigate 
Leopard, off the coast of Virginia, in the 
summer of 1807. The Chesapeake being un- 
prepared for battle, struck her colors, not, how- 
ever, until twenty-one of her crew had been 
killed or wounded. Four of the crew of the 
Chesapeake, who it was claimed were desert- 
ers from the English naval service, were forci- 
bly transferred from the American to the 
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English vessel. Three of these impressed 
American seamen were subsequently proven 
to have been at the time American citizens. 

In July, following the Chesapeake affair, 
two English armed vessels were ordered to 
leave American waters, in which they were 
cruising; and they were forbidden to re-enter 
our ports or waters. 

On the twenty-second of December, 1807, 
an embargo on American ships was declared i 
that is to say, American vessels were forbid- 
den to leave the ports of the United States. 
This embargo proving ruinous to American 
shipping, it became very unpopular; and it 
was, therefore, repealed. A substitutionary 
law was passed prohibiting all commercial 
intercourse with England and France. This 
law was enacted on the first day of March, 
1809; a few days before the expiration of 
Jefferson's term of office as President. On 
the fourth of March, of the same year, Mad- 
ison, having been elected to the presidency, 
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was inaugurated as the fourth President of 
the United States. 

Ill feeling between the United States and 
England had for several years existed ; and 
an event occurred in the year 1811 which 
greatly deepened it. In the month of May 
the English sloop-of-war Little Belt fired 
into the American fri^rate President^ off the 
coast of Virginia. The President returned 
the fire, and in a few minutes killed or 
wounded thirty-two of the English crew. 

The spirit of resistance to English ag- 
gression was daily growing amongst the 
American people. 

In the West the agents of the English 
government stirred up the Indians, who, under 
the leadership of Tecumseh, formed a hostile 
confederacy against the United States. Gen- 
eral William Henry Harrison was sent 
against the Indians in the West, and in the 
battle of Tippecanoe, subdued them, and frus- 
trated the plans of the famous Indian Chief. 
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It was the above-mentioned and concur- 
rent national events, that, day after day, dur- 
ing their successive occurrence, were earnestly 
discussed by the patriots of Machias gath- 
ered in the store of Captain George Stilman 
Smith. The proprietor of this famous local 
rendezvous was the son of Captain Stephen 
Smith, who, during the war of the Revolution, 
rendered important service in connection, par- 
ticularly, with the British naval attack upon 
Machias in the year 1777. 

Captain Smith's store, at the period under 
present consideration, was a one-story frame 
building, covered with shingles, and unpaint' 
ed. The main entrance to the store was on 
Center Street. The interior was finished with 
sheathing boards. 

It was on an evening in the latter part 
of the month of December in the year 1809, 
that a company of unusual numbers was 
gathered in the store of Captain Smith. Be-» 
cause of his large experience in the nav^l an4 
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privateer service during the war of the Revo- 
lution, Captain Jeremiah O'Brien — or Colonel 
Jeremiah O'Brien, as, for several years he 
had been called, because of conspicuous mili- 
tary services rendered in connection with the 
struggle for national independence — was the 
recognized authority in Machias in matters 
pertaining particularly to naval warfare. 

"Colonel," eagerly inquired a villager 
present, "what do you think of the attack 
upon the Chesapeake by the Leopard ? " 

" I think," promptly replied the Colonel, 
"that it was a most cowardly thing to do. 
It was an act for which the mother country 
should be ashamed. The commander of the 
Leopard must have known that the Ameri- 
can vessel was not prepared for a fight. It 
was, however, only a repetition of a common 
occurrence during the war of the Revolution. 
Some English officers seemed more ready to 
attack an unprepared, than a prepared, Amer- 
ican vessel. Such instances came, not a few 
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times, under my personal observation. It 
was seldom, however, that, as in the case of 
the Chesapeake^ the American vessel was 
worsted in such engagements; for American 
seamen are usually equal to such emergen- 
cies." 

** Colonel," spoke up a little fellow from 
a comer in the rear of the store, whose father 
and other relatives had been among the rank- 
est tories in Machias, during the Revolution, 
and who himself seemed to have inherited 
the un-American sentiments of his ancestry; 
**it seems to me you are rather hard on the 
English government. She did not order the 
attack on the Chesapeake ; neither does she 
approve such a mode of warfare. Why 
should the mother country be held responsi^* 
ble, and be condemned, for what an officer 
in distant waters may, without specific in- 
structions, do?" 

Notwithstanding the fact that this inter- 
rogator's father had made more trouble for 
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Colonel O'Brien during the war of the Revo- 
lution than any other tory in Lincoln County; 
particulariy by the persistent circulation of 
false reports concerning him, while absent 
from home engaged in the naval service, and 
hence unable to defend himself — the Colonel 
was not unkindly disposed toward the son; 
and he therefore respectfully said : 

^' Grant, Jack, that the commander of 
the Leopard acted without orders from the 
English government. Grant, as is the fact, 
that the Government across the sea has since 
officially expressed her regrets over the occur- 
rence. She has not, however, so far as I 
have heard, made reparation for the seizure 
of four men on the deck of an American ves- 
sel, three of whom, as it has since been satis- 
factorily proven, were American citizens, and 
native-born at that. Ample time has already 
elapsed for reparation; and yet not even a 
suggestion of reparation has been made by 
the English government. To be frank, Jack, 
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I have no confidence whatever in the expres- 
sions, by the English Government, of regret 
over the Chesapeake aflEair." 

These words were spoken with great de- 
liberation and firmness. There was conspic- 
uously lacking in the speaker's manner, the 
impetuosity which had in former years char- 
acterized Colonel O'Brien's utterances and 
actions. He was evidently acquiring the 
conservatism that waits on age and experi- 
ence. No less patriotic than when he gal- 
lantly threw down a challenge to the almost 
omnipotent English navy, in Machias Bay, 
on June 12, 1775; he was nevertheless learn- 
ing that, *^That should be maturely consid'^ 
ered which can be decided but once." Time 
was, it may be said, when athletic Jeremiah 
O'Brien would, upon hearing such unpatriotic 
remarks as those expressed by the little fellow 
in the corner, have seized him, and thrown 
him bodily out of the store ; and under similar 
circumstances he would not, when in his 
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prime, have hesitated to seize even a big fel- 
low, and thrust him out into the darkness, to 
meditate upon his folly. 

In the stirring events of the years follow- 
ing the attack upon the Chesapeake^ the in- 
habitants of Machias had manifested a deep 
interest. Every phase of these events had 
been fully and intelligently discussed in their 
frontier homes; and whenever and wherever 
the people were publicly assembled. Although 
year by year, as the war-cloud thickened, the 
citizens of Machias had met frequently in the 
store of Captain Smith, there was one gath- 
ering in this rendezvous of local patriots 
which deserves special mention. It was that 
which occurred on an evening in the early 
part of June, 1811. The personnel of this 
particular gathering was quite similar to those 
of the several preceding years; but national 
affairs were hastening on toward a crisis, and 
this being quite generally recognized, made the 
gathering of more than ordinary importance. 
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Colonel O'Brien had just expressed the 
opinion that a second war with the mother 
country was inevitable, when Captain Smith, 
who, under ordinary circumstances, seldom 
joined actively in the discussions carried on 
in his place of business, remarked : 

*'It may be, Colonel, that England will 
come to her senses when she is fully convinced 
of the determination of the American people, 
regardless of political preferences, to resist to 
the last man and the last dollar, her repeated 
encroachments upon our liberties." 

" Captain Smith, your hope, bom of the 
admirable spirit of peace which has ever 
characterized your life, is, I fear, without 
foundation. The English Government is dog- 
gedly determined in her course; and nothing 
short of actual war, and a good thrashing on 
the water, as on land she was thrashed in the 
war of the Revolution, will, in my judgment, 
suffice to restore to her the sense of justice 
which seems, in her national councils, to have 
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been dethroned. For many years, you know, 
Captain, England has been proudly nursing 
the thought that she is ' Mistress of the Seas.' 
Our naval successes in the war of the Revo- 
lution seem not to have cured her of this delu- 
sion. She still fondly hugs the conceit to her 
heart. She will only be convinced to the 
contrary — such, I regret to say, is the obstin- 
acy of the English character — ^and cease her 
tyranny on the seas, after the American peo- 
ple, in a regular naval campaign, have given 
her a complete thrashing on the field of opera- 
tions selected by herself. That we can do it, 
gentlemen, I have no doubt. My regret is 
that I shall be unable, owing to physical in- 
firmities, to take part, in what I surmise, will 
be the most thrilling naval campaign of his- 
tory." 

** Why, Colonel, you are a young-looking 
man. You evidently have no little fight left 
in you. You cannot be over forty-five or fifty 
years of age," remarked a gentleman, who 
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had removed to Machias from Boston only a 
few years previously. 

" Forty-five or fifty I " exclaimed Colonel 
O'Brien, as he glanced, with a significant 
twinkle of his handsome blue eyes, toward 
Captain Smith, his life-long friend; *'why, 
my good friend, I shall never see sixty-seven 
again. I was born in the year 1744 — reckon 
it up for yourself, and it will not take you 
long to discover that it is several years since 
I passed the half-hundred mark." 

*' Your statement, Colonel, surprises me. 
You must have taken excellent care of your- 
self during the stirring life you have passed." 

"Well, yes; during my naval and pri- 
vateer service, we always had plenty of the 
best West India rum; but, strange as it may 
sound to some of you, I used the stuff spar- 
ingly; and for several years I have drank 
nothing stronger than apple cider with a 
modest bead. Scarcity of food and clothing, 
and exposure to all sorts of weather, were 
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not, I presume, conducive to the best state of 
health. What most seriously undermined 
my health, however, was my confinement in 
prison for a period of about two years — six 
months on the Jersey prison ship, and a year 
and a half in Mill prison, Plymouth, Eng- 
land. My sufferings, mental and physical, 
in those English prisons, are indescribable, 
and, gentlemen, I not infrequently, after the 
lapse of thirty years, awake in the night in a 
nightmare of recollection of the awful experi- 
ences of those two years. May Heaven for- 
give the perpetrators of the evils from the 
effects of which I expect to suffer to my last 
hour I I trust my services will not be required 
in the approaching war; for at my time of 
life I fear I should be unequal to the strain of 
a prolonged campaign on the sea. But if my 
country needs me, she is welcome to what I 
am able to offer." 

*' Qame to the last, Colonel ! " interjected 
Dan Bates. ^' You are equal now to the ten 
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best seamen in the English naval service I 
Gentlemen, I propose three cheers for Colonel 
Jeremiah O'Brien, the naval hero of eastern 
Maine!" 

The cheers that followed, as a villager 
present, afterward remarked, **made the old 
shingles on Captain Smith's store rattle like 
thunder!" 

The cheering had only partially subsided 
when a villager entered the store in great 
haste, breaking in upon the scene with : 

" Have you heard the latest news, neigh- 
bors?*' Pausing to recover his breath, he 
exclaimed : " They've done it again ! " 

"What news. Brown?" simultaneously 
inquired a score of men. 

** Why, the news brought by the schooner 
Jessica^ which less than an hour ago arrived 
at Scott's wharf with a load of merchandise 
— ^it's all over the village by this time." 

**Well, tell us about it," quietly re- 
marked Captain Smith, whose calmness under 



Digitized by 



Google 



PHIL OARYBR 211 



great excitement had frequently been demon- 
Btrated. ''Don't beat about the bush all 
night, Brown; out with it." 

'* Why, the English sloop-of-war Little 
Belt fired into the American frigate Presi- 
denty while the latter was cruising off the 
coast of "Virginia." 

"I hope the officers of the President 
were not caught napping," said Colonel 
O'Brien. 

'* Caught napping! I rather guess the 
officers and crew of the Little Belt met their 
match this time!" replied Brown; "for im- 
mediately, on receiving the fire of the English 
frigate, the President opened with a broad- 
side on the Little Belt. This dose was sev- 
eral times repeated; and in a few minutes 
the audacious enemy was glad enough to 
retire, with over a third of her crew killed or 
wounded. Caught napping! Caught wide 
awake, loaded and primed, I should say ! " 

"Hurrah for the President !^^ burst 
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forth the entire company, save the little fel" 
low of tory proclivities, crouched in the cor- 
ner, 

" Mark my words, gentlemen," said 
Colonel O'Brien, when quiet was somewhat 
restored ; *' this is but the forerunner, and the 
prophecy, of the complete thrashing we will 
give the English navy when war comes, as 
come it must. The American people know 
their strength, and hence are slow to engage 
in war, especially with their own kinsmen 
across the sea. They are strangely forbear- 
ing; and this forbearance seems to encourage 
English insolence. The American people 
have, however, as I believe, reached the limit 
of forbearance with an insolent power — a 
power made insolent because of her imagined 
supremacy upon the sea. England dare not 
again assail us in force on the land} 
but on the sea she is still the tyrant of 
old. Remember what I say, gentlemen." At 
this juncture of his remarks, Cokmel O'Brien 



Digitized by 



Google 



PHIL CARVER 2i3 



hastily rose from his seat; and, with eyes 
flashing with the fire of Revolutionary days, 
and with form straightened to its full height, 
he continued: *' When war comes, as come 
it must, we will drive England from the seas 
as a naval power. We will thrash the long- 
nourished conceit out of her, and send her 
navy back in ignominious defeat into the 
English Channel, to meditate, at leisure, upon 
her folly." 

The cheering that followed these thrilling 
words continued several minutes in the store, 
and was resumed after the excited throng 
had passed out in the street; and could be 
heard issuing from the little knots of villagers 
into which the throng was broken, as they 
scattered in <rarious directions to their homes. 

It was only a few days after the meeting 
above described, that another vessel arrived 
in Machias, from Boston, bringing reports of 
the perfidy of British agents in the West, in 
stirring up the Indians, under the famous 
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Tecumseh, to attack American settlements 
on the frontiers. The store of Captain Smithy 
on the evening following the receipt o£ this 
news, was filled to its utmost capacity with 
the aroused inhabitants of the village. The 
chief topic of discussion was the Indian up^ 
rising under Tecumseh, and the campaign 
of General William Henry Harrison against 
the Indians. 

For some apparently unaccountable rea'^ 
son, Joe Beetle, who had come to town to 
procure his supply of provisions, remained in 
the village until evening, and he was among 
the throng gathered in Smith's store. Joe 
had in some way heard of the Indian uprising 
in the West, and listened intently to the dis- 
cussion to ascertain the particulars of what, 
to him, was, very naturally, of more than 
ordinary interest. 

He sat for an hour or more like a wooden 
man, so far as participation in the discussion 
was concerned; smoking his pipe, and ever 
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and anon uttering a grunt, either of approval 
or disapproval, of the remarks, pro and con, 
upon the subjects discussed. So quiet was 
Joe Beetle, his presence for a long time was 
unobserved, save by two or three of his par- 
ticular friends. 

** The Indians in the West wiU, I fear," 
remarked one of the speakers, " give us no 
little trouble. I wish they were all in the 
Pacific Ocean I They're a bad lot I " 

** Indian no bad I " exclaimed Joe Beetle, 
as he rose from his seat, straightened up, and 
istalked into the center of the company. 

"Kunnel, is Indian bad?" was Joe's 
appeal to Colonel O'Brien. 

** Not all Indians are bad, Joe; there are 
many good Indians. The inhabitants of 
Washington County have not forgotten the 
invaluable services rendered by the Indians 
to the cause of freedom in the Revolution. 
W^ shall never tire of relating how an Indian 
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frightened the British naval fleet from our 
river in the year 1777." 

"Tellum, Kunnel," said Joe; "letum 
see Indian no bad." 

** Yes, relate the story, Colonel," spoke 
up several of the villagers, whose residence 
in Machias had been of comparatively short 
duration. 

'* Well, not to weary you, gentlemen, 
with details, I will say that in the month of 
August, 1777, the English armed brig Hope^ 
carrying eighteen guns, was anchored off the 
mouth of Middle River. She was here for 
the purpose of destroying our village, in retal- 
iation for the trouble we had previously given 
the British naval authorities. Our small mil- 
itary force behind the hastily constructed 
breastworks at White's Point, were nearly 
within musket shot of the enemy, and they 
were prepared to give him a warm reception 
as soon as he could be reached. But Francis 
Joseph Neptune — a chief of the Passama- 
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quoddy Tribe — impatient for the strife, ac- 
costed Captain Stephen Smith, the officer in 
command at the ** Point," and solicited per- 
mission to fire on one of the boats, sent out 
toward shore by the JBTope, in which an officer 
was conspicuously standing. Captain Smith 
replied that ' it would be a useless waste of 
powder, as the distance was so great ' — but 
on further solicitation he consented. Thet)ld 
chief thereupon crept down from the intrench- 
ments, to an old wharf at the extremity of 
the point. Placing himself thus under cover, 
he took deliberate aim at the officer — but his 
shot passed over him. Upon this he called 
out to Captain Smith — accompanying his re- 
mark with the usual Indian grunt — * Sartin 
me hit um nex' time, Cappen.' With true 
Indian self-possession he reloaded his gun, hit 
his mark, and the British officer fell in a heap. 
There was apparently great confusion among 
the small boats. They were immediately re- 
called on board the Hope, when anchor was 
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weighed ; and she commenced dropping down 
the river. As soon as the second shot was 
fired and the officer fell, the Indians, elated 
by the succesful aim of their chieftain, gave 
utterance to their terrific war yells, which 
gave the officers of the Hope the impression 
of a large force at Whitens Point; and, con- 
tinuing down the river, she joined the British 
fleet, which soon left the vicinity. Joe Beetle 
is a relative of Chief Neptune, whom he re- 
sembles." 

As Colonel O'Brien proceeded with his 
story, Joe Beetle blew great clouds of tobacco 
smoke from his mouth, but did not say a 
word. When the story was finished he sim- 
ply said : 

" Indian no bad, white man." 
As the company broke up, and began to 
leave the store, Joe approached Colonel 
O'Brien, and inquired: *'Kunnel, me too old 
to walk home to-night; you keep me ?" 



Digitized by 



Google 



PHIL CARVER 219 



"Yes, Joe; come with me. I will find 
ia place for you." 

Colonel O'Brien took Joe home with him. 
When the time arrived tor retiring, Joe in- 
quired : 

'*Any good rum, Kunnel ? " 

•*No, Joe; I have nothing in the house 
but cider; will you have some ? " 

With a shrug of his shoulders, indicative 
of disgust and consent, he said: "Oh, yes, 
Kunnel; better'n water." 

So a pitcher of cider was promptly 
brought from the cellar, mugs and refresh- 
ments were placed on the table, and Joe ate 
and drank to his heart's content. At a rea- 
sonable hour, Joe was shown to the room and 
bed on the second floor of Colonel O'Brien's 
house, once occupied by his negro servant, 
Dick Earle, several years deceased. 
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CAPTAIN PHIL CARVER. 

I3HIL CARVER^S brave strugKle against 
^ the drink-habit had issued in rictory tot 
his better self. He was able at length to say^ 
truthfully, " I am free I I am free ! " 

His faithful services in the mercantile 
house in which, for a period of three years^ 
he had been employed, had been several timed 
rewarded by an increase of compensation^ 
and by the oflfer of a pecuniary interest in the 
business, which, during the period of Phil'sr 
employment in connection therewith, had 
been highly prosperous. 

Phil felt that he could now trust himself^ 
and hence he could consistently advise a re- 
union with his young wife^ after their long 
and tedious separaticoi. He had just returned 
from attendance at one of the city cbuirchesy 
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and was sitting alone in his pleasant room 
opening out toward the Boston Common, 
when there came over him a strange long- 
Ing for his old home, and an irrepressible 
desire to see the young wife he had left a few 
years before. Going to the table containing 
his writing materials he sat down and wrote 
the following letter: 

** My dear SoPHiit : 

" At last 1 can invite, and tii^ge, you to come 
to me in Boston, and assist me in establishing a new 
home, which the drink-fiend shall never again enter. 
1 know you will rejoice with me when 1 say, that 
after a long struggle, 1 am now a free man. My bet* 
ter nature has gloriously triumphed ; and 1 now feel 
that I am worthlet of your love than when, in my old 
home, I made your young life wretched, and brought 
disgrace and sofrow upon my friends. I have a 
i-emunerative position with one of the most prosper- 
ous houses in the city ; and have recently been offered 
a pecimiary interest in the business. I can now pro- 
vide for you the support to which you are entitled as 
my life-companion. How long will it take you to get 
teady to come to me in Boston, and what can I do to 
assist you in the preparations? If you conclude to 
come I will return to Machias, and accompany you to 
our new home. I can scarcely wait for your reply, so 
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desirous am I of hearing from you. May a kind 
Providence smooth the way for our reimion. With 
love to friends at home, especially my dear wife, and 
mother, I am 

** Yours, most affectionately, 

"Phil. 
'< Boston) Mass." 

This letter was promptly posted. It 
reached Machias in due time. As Mrs. Phil 
Carver had for a few days been ill, and pre- 
sumably would not be at the post-office for 
her mail until after her recovery^ the post 
master sent the letter to her by a girl who 
lived in the neighborhood, with instructions 
to deliver it immediately. On her way to 
Mrs. Carver's the girl lost the letter, and, 
although she at once retraced her steps, on 
discovering the loss, she was unable to find 
it. Going to Mrs. Carver, she explained the 
matter, after which she had a good crying- 
spell over her carelessness. Mrs. Carver 
comforted her with the words, "My dear^ 
dry your tears; the letter will perhaps be 
found, and returned to me. Did you notice 
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where the letter came from, my dear ? " in- 
quired Mrs. Carver. 

"I think," replied the girl, *'it was 
mailed from Boston." 

*'From Boston!" exclaimed Mrs. Car- 
ver. Then to herself she said: *' It must be 
from Phil. I knew he would come. Heaven 
hasten the day I " 

The letter was found by Mary Lanning, 
who had closely followed the girl to whom 
it had been intrusted, from the post-oflSce. 
Being familiar with the handwriting of Phil 
Carver, Mary Lanning was not slow in reach- 
ing the conolusion that it was from him. 
More from curiosity than anything else, she 
opened the letter; and ascertaining for a cer- 
tainty it was from Phil, she commenced read- 
ing it. As she proceeded, the old-time envy 
which had of late been slumbering, began to 
revive, and by the time she had finished it 
she exclaimed : 

** Wants Sophie to go to him in Boston, 
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eh? I am the one who should have beeu 
invited to go to him. Sophie Carver shall 
never see this letter I " 

Thrusting the letter into a pocket, she 
carried it to her home, and placed it in a 
drawer in her room. ** Wants Sophie to 
come to him in Boston I Not if Mary Lan- 
ning can prevent it!" she vehemently ex- 
claimed, as she turned the drawer key, and 
walked away. 

Phil Carver waited patiently for a reply 
to his letter to Sophia, his young wife, and 
when at the end of four weeks he did not 
hear from her, his heart began to sink within 
him. " Why does she not write ? Is she ill, 
and cannot write ? Has Sophie's love for me 
grown cold during my long absence ? Per- 
haps she does not care to leave her comforta* 
ble home, and her friends in Machias, and 
come to me here." These and a thousand 
other queries and thoughts passed through 
Phil Carver's mind, as, week after week, he 
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waited with increasing anxiety, and in vain, 
for some word from Sophia. 

As the weary weeks passed, and no word 
was received from his young wife, he began 
to doubt her love and loyalty. He would 
not, however, allow himself to condemn her; 
for he felt he alone was responsible for the 
change of feeling which may have come over 
her. Little by little he was settling down to 
the conclusion that their reunion was no 
longer to be looked for. From this conclu- 
sion there was but a step to a condition of 
stolid indifference to life. 

Phil Carver had, for several years past, 
been too close an observer of the course of 
national events not to have seen that war be- 
tween the United States and England was 
inevitable. Having reserved to enter the 
service of his country, in the event of war, 
he, with several other young men in Boston 
had placed themselves under the instruction 
of a military officer of wide experience. As 
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a coDsequeuce of faithful application Phil 
was becomiDg unuaaally proficient in the slvi 
of warfare; and was encouraged by thpse in 
authority to hope for a commission in the 
American army, should war actually hid de- 
clared. 

The restrictions of England upon Ameri- 
can commerce were proving so injurious, aud 
the persistent impressment of our seamen so 
obnoxious; and the efforts of the American 
Qovernment to dissuade, by peaceable means, 
the mother country from her course in these 
matters, having failed, war was declared 
against England on the fourteenth of June, 
1812. 

On the twelfth of July of the same year, 
General William Hull invaded Canada by 
way of Detroit. It was scarcely a month, 
however, before General Hull recrossed the 
river to Detroit, having failed to accomplish 
the object sought. Besieged by the British 
and Indians, General Hull surrendered, and 
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Was subsequently court-martialed for cow- 
ardice. 

In October, 1812, a second invasion of 
Canada, by way of Lewiston, New York, 
was made by American troops under General 
Van Rensselaer. Although the troops com- 
manded by Van Rensselaer were composed 
almost entirely of the militia of New York, 
Phil Carver, through the influence of friends 
high in office, and at his very earnest solici- 
tation, had been assigned, as second lieuten- 
ant, to a company in General Van Rensse- 
laer's command. 

To relate in detail the splendid services 
rendered by Lieutenant (and subsequently 
Captain) Carver, in connection with the mili- 
tary operations of what was known as the 
Army of the Centre, would require more 
space than can be afforded for this portion of 
his thrilling life as a soldier. Suffice it to say, 
that in every engagement in which he partici- 
pated, from Queenstown to Lundy s Lane, at 
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which place he was severely wounded, he dfe- 
tinguished himself as a brave and highly 
competent oflScer. He fought with a reck- 
lessness that rendered him one of the most 
conspicuous objects on the various fields of 
battle in the campaign against the British 
forces. To omit, however, to mention with 
some degree of particularity the experiences 
of Lieutenant and Captain Phil Carver in 
the battles of Queenstown, Chippewa and 
Lundy's Lane, would be an injustice to this 
brave and meritorious American officer. In 
the storming of the heights of Queenstown 
in the month of October, 1812, by a detach- 
ment of American troops. Lieutenant Carver^ 
who had volunteered to accompany the expe- 
dition, was one of the first to enter the Brit- 
ish fortifications after their capture by Cap- 
tain Wool, who had assumed conraaand of 
the assaulting party upon the fall of its first 
leader. It is sard that Captain Wool, observ- 
ing the undaunted bravery of lieutenant 
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Carver during one of the most critical mo- 
ments of the battle, stood for several seconds 
watching, with unconcealed admiration, the 
movements of this subordinate officer. Cap- 
tain Wool subsequently remarked: "Give 
me ten thousand American soldiers officered 
by such men as Lieutenant Carver, and I will 
in three months drive the British armies now 
on United States soil over the Canadian fron- 
tiers, or compel them to sue for peace/' 

In the battle of Chippewa, on the 5th of 
July, 1814, where the British force was de- 
feated, Lieutenant Carver fought with his 
Usual bravery, recklessly exposing himself to 
danger in various ways. Becoming, for some 
reason, separated from his command during 
the battle. Lieutenant Carver found himself 
face to face with a gallant British officer, 
with whom he at once engaged in a personal 
sword combat. At a moment when the Brit- 
ish officer was at the mercy of Lieutenant 
Carver, three British soldiers with bayonets 
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fixed rushed to the rescue of their ofQcer^ 
Undaunted, however^ by the odds against 
which he would soon be battling for suprem- 
acy, Lieutenant Carver resolved to stand his 
ffn*ound; thrusting his sword through his 
original combatant just as the three soldiers 
reached the scene of the contest. The first 
soldier to approach was instantly disposed of 
by a dextrous thrust of Carver's sword, after 
the latter had skillfully parried the bayonet 
thrust of his infuriated foe. With a groan, 
the soldier fell to the earth, mortally wounded 
and helpless. As the other two soldiers 
closed in on the intrepid j&meriean officer 
from the Pine Tree State, he whipped out one 
of his brace of pistols, and before his combat- 
ants could recover from their momentary 
amazement at the dauntlessness of this soli- 
tary and isolated officer, sent a ball straight 
into the heart of the foremost, who fell in a 
heap on the blood-stained ground. During 
the few seconds required for Lieutenant Car*" 



Digitized by 



Google 



PHIli CARVBR 231 



ver to change his sword from his left hand, 
with which he bad grasped it while using his 
pistol, to his right hand, the surviving Brit- 
ish soldier had seized his musket by the bar- 
rel, determined to club his opponent's brains 
out. The musket was raised, and in another 
second would have descended upon the de- 
fenseless head of Lieutenant Carver, when a 
well -aimed ball struck the soldier in the right 
eye, piercing his brain. Throwing up his 
musket he fell at the very feet of Lieutenant 
Carver, and instantly expired. Unobserved 
by either combatant, an American soldier 
had crept stealthily toward tbem, and at the 
opportune moment had saved the life of Lieu- 
tenant Carver. 

As Lieutenant Carver's deUverer ap- 
proached them from the knoll on which he 
had stood when he shot the British soldier, 
the oflScer inquired : 

** To whom am I indebted for this timely 
rescue, my friend ? " 
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•' Why, Phil, don't you know me ? With 
a heavy beard grown since we last met, and 
the bronze produced by outdoor life and a 
soldier's fare, however, it is not surprising 
you do not recognize me, Phil. My name, 
when we were friends in old Machias" — 

''In Machias!" exclaimed Lieutenant 
Carver, in amazement; "are you from Ma- 
chias — Machias, Washington County, Maine? 
And your name" — 

"Is Dan Bates," replied he. At the 
mention of the word Machias, Lieutenant 
Carver became greatly excited; and as the 
name of Dan Bates fell upon his ears, he 
could scarcely control his emotions. Recov- 
ering somewhat} his self-composure he grasped 
Bates by the hand, and exclaimed : 

** In Heaven's name how came you here, 
Dan ? And why are you in this part of the 
country ? Have you followed me at the in- 
stigation of others ? " 

" Phil, I am here to serve my country in 
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this war against her old-time foe. I can 
hardly be said to have followed you here, 
Phil, as I was unaware of your presence with 
the American forces, until from yonder eleva- 
ted point I witnessed the unequal struggle, 
the result of which has placed hors de com- 
bat your assailants. As, during the closing 
moments of the struggle, you turned your 
face toward me for the first time, I at once 
recognized you. With my trusty rifle, with 
which, in Washington County, I have killed 
a hundred or more of the finest deer, it was 
the easiest thing in the worid — ^and the pleas- 
antest under the circumstances, Phil — to 
cause that British^ to *bite the dust.' " 

"Although I count my own life as no- 
thing, Dan, I most truly admire your brave 
act. If in future I can serve you, I shtdl be 
glad to do so. I must, however, exact a 
promise from you, Dan, not to reveal my 
whereabouts to the people of Machias, or to 
people who will communicate it to them." 
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" Phil, you may rely upon me to comply 
stricUy with your wishes ia the matter." 

** I thank you, my friend for this assur- 
ance. I must find my company at once," 
remarked Lieutenant Carver. 

**And I too," said Dan Bates. 

It was the work of a few minutes only 
for them to find and rejoin their respective 
commands; and together they afterward re- 
joiced over the signal victory won by the 
American forces at Chippewa. 

During the interval of about three weeks 
between the battles of Chippewa and Lundy's 
Lane, Lieutenant Carver and Dan Bates were 
often together. It was with great difficulty, . 
however, that Dan drew Lieutenant Carver 
into any conversation concerning Machias, 
Perceiving the reluctance of his old friend to 
talk about their home in the Pine Tree State, 
he studiously avoided further reference to 
the subject; and their conversation was there** 
after confined almost exclusively to the thrilU 
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ing scenes through which they had passed in 
connection with the Army of the Centre, and 
in discussions as to the outcome of the war 
in which they were engaged. 

On the morning of July 20th, Phil Car- 
ver unexpectedly received a commission as 
Captain, the same to date from the battle of 
Chippewa; and in a communication from the 
commanding general accompanying the 
commission, Lieutenant Carver was highly 
commended for his bravery, no less than for 
his skill as an officer. Among the first to 
learn of Carver's promotion was Dan Bates; 
and to his salutation of: *'Good morning. 
Captain Carver," he added — **and you de- 
»5erve a colonelcy I " 

After the battle of Chippewa the British 
torce retired to Ontario. There they were 
reinforced by fresh troops, under GFeneral 
Drummond, who at once assumed command 
of the combined forces. As soon as the neces- 
sary preparations could be completed Drum- 
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mond marched against the American forces) 
and on the 25th of July the battle of Lundy's 
Lane, the most obstinately fought of the 
whole war, toDk place^ 

The American advance was led by Gten-^ 
eral Winfield S. 3cott. The British had suc- 
ceeded in posting a battery on a height ovef ■» 
looking the field of battle. This battery 
must be taken or the battle would probably 
be lost to the Americans. Colonel Miller waa 
asked by the commanding officer if he could 
capture it; to which, in true American style^ 
he replied: '*F11 try, sir." He at once re- 
quested volunteers to assist him in the haz« 
ardous undertaking; and among the first to 
respond were Captain Carver and Dan Bates, 
the latter of whom was now a sergeant. The 
assault was made, and the battery was cap-* 
tured. Three times the British attempted to 
retake their lost guns, but each time they 
were repulsed. It was midnight of the 25th^ 
after a contest which had lasted six hours^ 
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thafc the British withdrew from the field. In 
killed and wounded, about eight hundred had 
been lost on either side. 

Among the wounded was Captain Car- 
ver. During the final attempt of the British 
to recapture the battery, he received a severe 
wound, from which, owing to great loss of 
blood and the temporary lack of surgical aid, 
it was for a while thought he might not re- 
cover. To prevent his capture by the enemy, 
Captain Carver was with great difficulty car- 
ried from the field by Sergeant Bates and 
another American soldier, and placed in the 
field hospital. When he had been made as 
comfortable as possible, and the soldier had 
Returned to his command. Captain Carver 
beckoned Sergeant Bates to his bedside, and 
pulling Bates' ear down close to his mouth/ 
he said : 

** Dan, 1 do not know how this wound is 
to terminate. If 1 should not survive it, I 
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wish you to take or send a message to Sophia 
as soon as possible." 

** Captain, I am at your service," said 
Sergeant Bates. 

** Tell her, t)an, that only of her have I 
thought since our separation oVer six years 
ago. Tell her that on my heart, after I am 
dead, she will find her ima^e impressed^ 
Tell her that t crave her forgiveness for the 
unhappiness 1 have caused her. And to my 
dear mother say that 1 trust 1 have not wholly 
disappointed her high expectations concern^ 
ing her son,*' 

*' Most sacredly will 1 treasure thesd 
messages. Captain; and if you do not sur- 
vive, carry or send them to your wife and 
mother. But Captain, to be candid with 
you, I expect to see you on your feet again 
Soon. So cheer up. Hope for the best, t 
will visit you as often as possible. My part- 
ing word to you is this— Captain Phil Carver 
and Sergeant Dan Bates will yet hunt deer in 
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the forests of Washington County, Maine, 
Never say die. Good morning, Captain." 

With these encouraging words ringing 
in Captain Carver's ears. Sergeant Bates 
hastened back to his command to report the 
cause of his long absence. It cannot be de- 
nied that Captain Carver was beneficially 
affected by the cheering words of his faithful 
fnend and fellow-soldier. 
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PHIL CARVER VISITS HACHIAS INCOGNITO. 

UNDER the skillful treatment of the sur- 
geon attending him, Captain Carver 
was, in a few days, on the way toward recov- 
ery. By the 10th of August, so rapidly had 
his wound healed, and so favorable was the 
effect of complete rest upon his general 
health, he was able to take short walks. 
When he had sufficiently regained strength 
to leave the hospital, he was granted a fur- 
lough of ninety days, from the 16th of Au- 
gust to the 15th of November, 1814. Cap- 
tain Carver started at once for Boston. After 
two days' rest in Boston, he made arrange- 
ments for passage on board the schooner 
Borneo for Machias. It was a ticklish thing 
for an American vessel to sail along the New 
England coast at the time; but the offer of a 
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handsome sum of money by Captain Carver 
was one of the inducements for the master of 
the Romeo to undertake the hazardous voy- 
age. And then he had on board four four- 
pound guns and a modest supply of muskets, 
with plenty of ammunition ; and as several of 
the crew were experts in the handling of the 
guns, the schooner was far from unprepared 
for an encounter with an English armed ves- 
sel. Add to this the fact that the Romeo 
was one of the fleetest vessels afloat, and the 
risk of the voyage resolved upon was consid- 
erably reduced. The Romeo, with favorable 
wind and tide, reached Machias in the early 
part of September, after having had an in- 
teresting brush with an English vessel just 
at the entrance to Machias Bay. A few 
well-directed shots from the Bomso^s guns 
bad persuaded the enemy's vessd to haul off. 
Captain Carver, since his sudden disap- 
pearance from Machias nearly seven years 
before, had grown a full beard. His hair 
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was long; Mm face was bronzed ; and it must 
be confessed he had aged considerably. He 
had carried with him from Boston a suit of 
civilian clothing, which he had donned as the 
Borneo was sailing up the Macbias river, 
In an hour after the schooner was moored at 
Scott's wharf, Captain Carver was on shore, 
So completely changed in appearance was 
Phil Carver that he was unrecognized by 
several of his old friends who, as he walked 
up toward the bouse where he had left his 
young wife, passed and repassed him. With 
a careless and indifferent air he approached 
the house; and when near enough to do so, 
he glanced through the open outer door into 
the living-room. 

The first object to meet his eyes was his 
young wife, moving about the room in the 
performance of her household duties. The 
impulse to rush into the house, throw his 
arms about Sophia's neck and renew the 
pledges of interrupted ox>njugal affection was 
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almost irresistible. Controlling his well-nigh 
overpowering emotions.^ however, he stood 
riveted to the ground. Seated in the same 
chair near the windov^ opening out upon the. 
placid Machias, which Phil Carver was once 
BO fond of occupying, was a young man, ap- 
parently about the age of Sophia. On the 
floor was an infant old enough to be creeping 
iabout the room. I^rom the strange scene 
which confronted him, what other inference 
could Captain Carver draw than that, in con- 
sequence of his long absence and the com- 
plete cessation of communication between his 
young wife and himself, she had reckoned 
him dead, and had again married. As the 
situation began to dawn upon Captain Car- 
ver's mind, he reeled and staggered for a mo- 
ment, as if struck by a thunderbolt out of a 
X3lear sky. That he did not sink in a helpless 
heap on the ground, is only accounted for by 
the immediate and ccmaplete revulsion of feel- 
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ing which, for a moment, swept, with the 
force of a fierce storm, through his soul. 

For a moment, his confidence in humani 
affection was shaken to the rerj foundation^ 
nay, the very foundation itself seemed to 
have moved from beneath him. Recovering 
himself somewhat. Captain Carver walked 
heavily away from a sight that had, for the 
time, almost dethroned his reason. As he 
dragged himself back toward the schooner, 
which by preartangement was to start in the 
afternoon on the return voyage to Boston, he 
met his father, coming in on horseback from 
his calls in the outlying districts about Ma^ 
chias. As he passed one of the village stores 
his mother was just making her exit with sev- 
eral packages in her hands. To neither of 
them did Captain Carver speak a word. He 
did not think it prudent to even turn his face 
toward them, lest he might be recognized. 
It was, however, an inexpressible pleasure t& 
once more behold the forms of his parents. 
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and to know from personal observation that 
they were alive and well. He had nearly 
reached the wharf whence the Borneo was 
to sail, when he came face to face with Joe 
Beetle, who was well under the influence of 
" West Injee." With a piercing glance at 
Captain Carver, which passed in an instant^ 
as it were, from his feet to his eyes, the old 
Indian simply gave one of his characteristic 
grunts, which, reduced to words, signified i 
*'Phil Carver; me know* um.*' In a few 
moments afterward Captain Carver was on 
board the Romeo. Going immediately to his 
private cabin, he flung himself on his rude 
bed, and wept as if his heart would break. 

While alone in his cabin there passed iii 
review before his memory the events of the 
decade past— his vow to Sophia Famum, be- 
fore marriage, to give up drink; his resump- 
tion of the drink-habit so soon after their 
marriage; the wretched life he had made for 
his young wife during their brief married 
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life together; his abrupt departure from 
home; his long absence from his wife; thd 
probable inference, on her part, that he was 
not living;— ^and his final conclusion was that 
he could not, and would not, condemn Sophia 
for marrying again. Indeed, he was even 
disposed to justify her in so doing. 

*'l alone am to blame for this trouble 
that has come upon me. May she now find 
the happiness it should have been my en- 
deavor to aid her* in experiencing ! Farewell^ 
Machias ! Fare Well, Sophia t Friends of my 
youth, farewell! Henceforth my life must 
be cast amid other scenes!" Thus solilo* 
quized Oaptain CarVer, as the Borneo glided 
down the river on its way to the sea. 

Captain Carver did not leave his cabin 
Until the Romeo was passing from Machias 
Bay into the open sea. By this time he had 
in a measure recovei*ed his composure, and 
he went on deck to get the benefit of the pure 
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air, and if possible, to divert his mind by 
watching the landscape along the shore. 

While oflp Portland, Maine, the Borneo 
was sighted by two English armed vessels, 
which immediately gave chase to the Ameri- 
can schooner. When, in consequence of a 
lull in the wind, it became probable to the 
captain of the Borneo that he would be over- 
taken, every preparation was made to resist 
capture. The command of the the guns and 
small arms was given to Captain Carver. 
By his instructions the four-pounders were 
immediately loaded, and the muskets were 
placed where, in case of an attempt of the 
Eoglish crews to board the Borneo, they 
could be advantageously used. These prepa- 
rations, and the active part borne by Captain 
Carver in completing them, offered the means 
of diversion from his sorrow which he really 
needed, and of which he was glad to avail 
himself. 

In his heart he was fully resolved that 
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in the event of an attempt of the English 
crews to board the Borneo^ to place himself 
in the forefront of danger. It is not surpris- 
ing that he should have also cherished the 
secret hope that he might not survive the 
apparently pending engagement. "Death," 
he repeated to himself, " will put an end to 
my sorrow, and relieve me from the recollec- 
tion of my past folly ! " 

The English vessels were steadily gaining 
in the exciting chase ; and the men on board 
the Romeo were ready for a fight, even 
against odds. There was scarcely a mile's 
distance between the two vessels, when a 
fresh breeze sprang up. Of this the captain 
of the Romeo at once took advantage, and, 
crowding on all sail, he had, at the end of a 
few hours, lost sight of his pursuers. If the 
avoidance of an engagement was a keen dis- 
appointment to Captain Carver, it had, at 
least, furnished for a few hours a rare diver- 
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sion from the sorrow which had so recently 
fallen upon hi^ life. 

In the latter part of September the Bo- 
rneo reached Boston. It was only a few days 
after the arrival of Captain Carver in the 
city, that he resolved to resign his commis- 
sion in the American army ; giving as a rea- 
son, impaired health. His resignation was 
in due time accepted. After a brief rest, 
during which time he began to recuperate, he 
made application for reinstatement in the po- 
sition which he had relinquished in the year 
1812, on entering the service of his country. 
Captain Carver's former employer, glad to 
avail himself of his efficient services, at once 
reinstated him in his old position. With an 
utter indifference to life, which was not unob- 
served by his employer, be resumed the duties 
required of him, and faithfully performed 
them. Captain Carver was slowly growing 
into the state of mind pictured by the poet in 
the familiar lines: 
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** Even ev*ry ray of hope destroyed, 
And not a wish to gild the storm." 

Sophia Carver, buoyed by the hope of 
her husband's eventual return, continued to 
bear herself with the heroism of true woman* 
hood. Phil Carver's father, convinced that 
his son was dead, advised Sophia to marry, 
saying again and again to her : 

''Sophie, if Phil was living he surely 
would have returned ere this. Why not 
accept the offer of some other suitor, and let 
him provide you a home? Not that 1 am 
unwilling to make provision for you as long 
as you may live; but you would undoubtedly 
be happier." 

" Father, I believe Phil is living, and 
will yet return to me and make me happy. 
Even were I assured of his decease, it would 
be my choice to remain bis widow, and bear 
his name until— until reunited with him in 
the promised world where sorrow never 
enters. No! Sophia Carver shall be the only 
name I will ever bear ! " 
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" Noble woman I Truly you are a wor- 
thy descendant of the women of former days 
^— the days that tried men's souls, and wom- 
en's too, for that matter. Be assured of this, 
my daughter, while Doctor Carver has a dol- 
lar, he will share it with you. And I will see 
that, after my decease, suitable provision is 
made for your support. May Heaven's 
choicest blessings rest upon so brave and loyal 
» woman i" 
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TIDINGS OF PHIL CARVEtf. 

SCARCELY a week had elapsed since tfa^ 
secret visit of Captain Carver to Machi- 
as, when a British military and naval forever 
of a thousand men entered and took posses- 
sion of the village. They had come to pun- 
ish the inhabitants of this frontier towtr, 
which, in consequence of the active part 
borne by them during the war of the Revo- 
lution, had received from the British author-' 
ities the significant name of the ** Hornets' 
Nest." 

On hearing of their approach, Colonel 
O'Brien, then seventy years of age, had en- 
deavored to rally the citi^ns for resistance} 
but all in vain. Anticipating the search of 
his house he had, on the early morning of 
the day of the entrance of the British force, 
dispatched bis daughter Lucinda (his only 
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child), ten years of dge, with money and 
priyate and public documents (be was at tbe 
time collector of customs for the district of 
Macbias) to a friend outside the village^ with 
instructions to bury them for safe keeping. 

The headquartefs of the commanding 
ofl5cer of the British force had been estab* 
lished in the nortfaei'n village but a single day 
when he issued orders for the search of seV* 
eral houses in town, including that of Colonel 
O'Brien. To Captain Monroe, who, with a 
squad consisting of a sergeant and six sol^ 
diers, was to search Colonel O'Brien's hous6| 
the commanding officer said : 

" Captain Monroe, you will make a thor- 
ough search of Colonel O'Brien's house fof 
arms and ammunition. If he oflPers any 
Resistance, shoot him on the spot. I have 
just been informed by a resident spy that 
Colonel O'Brien attempted a few days since 
to organize a force to resist our entrance into 
the village; and he may have the temerity to 
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resist your search. If he does, show him no 
tnercy. The British Government does not 
forget the trouble he g^Ve us in the war of 
the Revolution, both on sea and land ; and t 
am under elplicit instructions from the com* 
inander-in-chief to neglect no opportunity of 
retaliation upon this Irish Yankee. You may 
find, alsO) money and official documents be- 
longing to the Government at Washington ; 
these are to be seized.*' 

" Colonel, your instructions will be faith- 
fully carried out," was the reply of Captain 
Monroe, as he niarched a^ay with his squad 

in the meantime, a delegation of Ma- 
chias citizens had waited upon Colonel 
O'Brien, and most earnestly besought hinl 
for his own personal safety, and for the wel- 
fare of the town in general, to be particularly 
circumspect in his conduct and speech during 
the occupancy of the village by the enemy. 
In deference, purely, to the expostulations of 
this friendly delegation, Colonel O'Brien had 
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promised to do nothing to in any way irritate 
the British, and to oflPer no resistance to their 
search of his house. As much as he person- 
ally deprecated the seemine^ly craven submis- 
sion to his country's enemies, he reluctantly 
agreed to do as his friends desired. 

Captain Monroe and his squad, on reach- 
ing the house of Colonel O'Brien, at once 
took possession of it; posting a guard at the 
front and rear doors. The house was thor- 
oughly searched, and the ofScer and squad 
finding neither arms, ammunition nor other 
articles requiring seizure, took their depart- 
ure. 

The house of Jere. Bryant, Jr., **on the 
hill," was also searched. No arms nor am- 
munition being found in the house, the 
searching party proceeded to the barn, where, 
lifting a loose plank in the floor, to which 
their attention had been directed, they discov- 
ered a small quantity of powder secreted. 
Jere. Bryant, Jr., was immediately placed 
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under arrest; and was informed that he 
would be taken to Eastport, the headquarters 
of the British army of invasion, and put on 
trial for his life. It being subsequently ascer- 
tained that the secreted powder was for pri- 
vate use, Mr. Bryant was released, to the 
great relief of his family and friends. 

The British force remained in the village 
about a week, and then quietly evacuated. 
During their occupation of Machias, not a 
few British soldiers deserted; and, finding 
their way into the surrounding country, re* 
mained in the land of freedom. 

Early on the morning following the de- 
parture of the British from Machias, a soldier 
in British uniform was seen to issue stealthily 
from the barn in the rear of Mrs. Phil Car- 
ver's house. He carefully approached the 
door leading into the back part of the hoase, 
and, in answer to his rap, Mrs. Carver opened 
the door. 

** Who are you ? Why are you here ? " 
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was her inquiry, as the soldier, a fine- looking 
young man, apparently about thirty years of 
age, courteously lifted his hat. 

"I am a British soldier, madam, who 
wishes no longer to fight against a free peo- 
ple," was his reply. 

" What can I do for you ? " 

"I have been secreted four days in 
yonder bam without food, save a little dry 
meal I found in the grain chest. I am very 
hungry and desire food. I have money and 
am willing to pay you.'* 

"Come in, and I will give you a good 
warm breakfast. Surely, you must be nearly 
famished. As for pay, I do not wish it. You 
are welcome to what I an^ able to do for 
you." 

The soldier entered the house, and was 
soon seated at the table enjoying the first 
good meal for many a day. 

" Where are you going ? " was Mrs. Car- 
ver's inquiry. 
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'' I am going westward, into the interior 
of the State." 

•'Have you any friends to the west- 
ward?" 

•' No, madam ; I am a stranger in Amer- 
ica. If you can inform me as to the shortest 
route to Columbia Palls, whence several other 
deserters from Colonel Steele's comip^qd 
have already gone, I shall be under great 
obligations to you." 

The soldier was then quickly instructed 
as to the route he was to take; and Mrs. Car- 
ver continued : 

" I will, if you wish, give you a letter to 
my father. Captain Joel Farnum; he may be 
of assistance to you." 

•' Madam, this is a kindness I did not 
anticipate, but for which you will receive my 
sincere gratitude." 

"Have you been long in the British 
army?" inquired Mrs. Carver, whose inter- 
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©st in the young soldier was momentarily 
growing. 

'* Only three years.'' 

"Where have you ser<red during that 
period ? " 

*' For the first two years I served in the 
vicinity of western New York, on the Cana- 
dian side. I was in the battles of Queens- 
town, Chippewa and Lundy's Lane; but less 
than a year since I was transferred to Colonel 
Steele's command, whose headquarters were 
)t Eastport. I Was suspected of being in 
sympathy with the American cause, and was 
■transferred to a department where, as my 
captain remarked: 'I could be more easily 
watched.' " 

As the soldier was preparing for d^pftlt- 
ure he inquired: '* Madam, to whom am I 
indebted for the great kindness shown me 
this morning ? I should like your name, that 
I may in future reward you.*' 

•* My name is Carver— I am the wife of 
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Mr. Phillips Carver, whose father is a leading? 
physician in this CDunty." 

*' Carver— 'Carver I have you a relative 
in the American Army of the Centre, operat-' 
ing against the British forces in the West?" 

" Not that I am aware/' wa& Mrs. Cai'- 
ver's response. 

"My reason for inquiring, madam* is, 
that in the American force that engaged ther 
British in the series of battles during the 
years 1812, 1813, and the early part of 1814^ 
commencing with Queenstown, was a Lieu-' 
tenant, and after his promotion. Captain^ 
Carver — Phil Carver I think he was f ami!-' 
iarly called." 

**His appearance? describe him, my 
friend," anxiously requested Sophia. 

*' He was tall, and somewhat slender in 
build. I am quite sure his eyes are blue, for* 
I once met him face Ux face, under circum- 
stances that I shall never forget. But the 
thing which most impressed me was the deep 
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despondence mirrored on his pallid face.'^ 
*' The circumstances under which you 
met him; are you willing to describe them ? '* 
** It was at the storming of the heights 
of Queenstown. Among the first to reach 
the heights was Lieutenant Carver. As he 
mounted the fortifications, sword in hand^ 
the picture of undaunted btavery, I had my 
musket ready to fire. I looked into his hand^ 
some face, in which the spirit of freedom 
shone, and in my admiration for the gallant 
officer, I dropped my musket and fell to the 
rear. In a few minutes we were driven pell 
mell from the heights, and the American 
force occupied them. That officer's life was 
in my hands, but to my last hour I shall be 
glad and proud I did fiot become his cruel 
murderer." 

"And after Queenstown, what became 
df Lieutenant Carver?" inquired Sophia/ 
who Was already convinced that he was hei* 
husband. 
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" I did not see or hear of him afterward 
UDtil the battle of Lundy's Lane, where he 
was wounded, and carried oflf the field by 
two American soldiers. At Lundy's Lane he 
Wore the insignia of a captain ; for I was but 
a few rods from him when he fell, and recog* 
nized his rank." 

•* My friend, that man was my husband.'* 
** Well, madam, if so, you have as brave 
a husband— as gallant^ as noble, as ever met 
a foe. You may be justly proud to bear the 
name of such a man. I trust he may return 
to you, madam, to enjoy the reward of hid 
splendid services as an American officer. 
And now, madam, I have another favor to 
ask of you before setting out on my journey 
to Columbia Falls. The sight of this British 
uniform has for a long time been to me disa- 
greeably suggestive of the tyranny of the 
Government under which 1 have served ; and 
1 have come to loathe it. Besides, the ap* 
pearance of a man in this uniform would un* 
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doubtedly arouse a prejudice against the 
wearer which could with great diflSculty be 
overcome. If you can furnish me with a 
suit of civilian clothing, I will pay you lib- 
erally for it." 

*' I think there is a suit in the house that 
is somewhat worn " — 

"Anything will answer my purpose, 
madam." 

** I will let you decide for yourself 
whether you can make use of it," remarked 
Mrs. Carver, as she brought from a closet a 
suit of her husband's clothing. 

"Just the thing; and apparently as good 
a fit as if made to order," said the delighted 
soldier, as he held each article up and care- 
fully scanned it. 

" Surely, you are welcome to it," said 
Mrs. Carver. 

" Nay, but I insist upon paying you for 
it," said the soldier, as he attempted to take 
out his wallet. 
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**An eveo exchaDge is no robbery, and if 
you will leave your cast-off British uniform, 
I will consider the suit paid for/' firmly re* 
plied Mrs. Carver. 

'^A lady's wishes shall be cn^tified, mad* 
am." 

With sincere thanks to Mrs. Carver for 
her hospitality, the soldier bade her good 
morning and started toward the bam. It 
was the work of a few minutes for the sol- 
dier to remove the British uniform and put 
on the suit of civilian clothing furnished him. 
As he slung the hated uniform into a comer 
in the bam, he exclaimed: *^Lie there and 
rot, detested badge of despotbm ! " With a 
light heart and a lively step he left the bam, 
and was soon on his way toward Columbia 
Falls. 

When Sophia Carver found herself alone, 
she offered a sincere prayer for the tidings 
conceming her absent husband which had 
come to her from so strange and unexpected 
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a source. As she rose from her knees beside 
the chair near the window, she exclaimed, 
walking back and forth in the room mean- 
while: "Yes! Yes! It was Phil! I am 
certain it was he! He lives ! He is not 
dead ! He will yet return to me, and to his 
friends in Washington County, and live and 
die a hero among them. Heaven speed his 
safe return!" 

As Sophia Carver, a few days after her 
interview with the British deserter, was pass- 
ing the Burnham Tavern on her way to Doc- 
tor Carver's, she was accosted by Joe Beetle 
with: 

■ * Momin', Mis* Carver; he b*en here." 

■ * Who has been here, Joe ? What do 
you mean " inquired Sophia. 

**Why, him, Phil. You no see um? 
Me see um." 

" Where ? where ? " was Mrs. Carver's 
ftnzious inquiry. 

''Down Scott's wharf. 'Bout fifteen 
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suns ago." And then the old Indian related 
the circumstances under which he had met 
Phil Carver, while Sophia listened in deep 
amazement. 

** You are not mistaken, Joe ? " inquired 
Sophia, half in doubt, half assured. 

** Mistaken, Mis' Carver! Me know Phil 
Carver if meet um on de happy huntin' groun' 
in Spirit land. Mistaken! Ugh! Me see 
um sartin ! Him come back some day. You 
be happy squaw some day I 'Member what 
Joe Beetle say ! " 

At Doctor Carver's Sophia related in 
detail her interviews with the British deserter 
and with Joe Beetle; and together Doctor 
and Mrs. Carver and Sophia rejoiced over 
the tidings of the husband and son so long 
absent. 

On her return home. Doctor Carver, who 
accompanied Sophia, went to the bam, and 
at his daughter's request brought into the 
house the uniform left by the British soldier. 
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l?his was hung in the sitting-room, ^'as a 
reminder/' as Sophia remarked, ''of the gal- 
lant soldier who saved my brave husband's 
life at Queensto wn. " And most sacredly was 
it preserved, that Captain Carver, on his re- 
turn, might also be reminded of his faithful 
services as an American officer, and of his 
deliverance from death. 
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¥ N the year 1811 Colonel Jeremiah O'Brieri^ 
'■' through the iDfluence of the Honorable 
Albert Gallatin, was appointed by Presidei^ 
Madison collector of customs for the district 
of Machias. The collector's office from the 
first had been in the rear of Captain George 
Stilman Smith's store} and Smith, notwith* 
standing he differed m politics with Colonel 
O'Brien, had been appointed deputy collector. 
During the autumn and winter of the year 
1814 the gatherings in Captain Smith's stor6^ 
were frequent and of the most interesting 
character; and the fact that the collector'^ 
office was in Smithes store rendered the places 
still more attractive as a village rendezvous. 
The occupation of Machias by the Brit- 
ish, and the stirring events in connectioo 
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fherewitb, wei^e promineilt topics of discu^* 
fiion by the villagers assembled from week to 
week in tbe store above mentioned. The 
whereaboats of Phil Carver; the probabilities 
of his return to Machias; the truly heroic 
manner iii which Sophia Carver was bearing 
herself; the progress of the War, and the 
prospect of a speedy ending-^these were also 
among the themes that furnished materials 
for discussion in Captain Smith's store. 

It was quite late in the month of 
November of the year last mentioned that 
Sergeant Dan Batbs returned to his home in 
Machias minus his right leg. In the assault 
on Fort Erie on the Idth of August he had 
received a wound ^Vhich necessitated the am- 
putation of his limb. As soon as he was able 
to leave the hospital where the amputation 
had been performed, Bates, being incapaei* 
tated for further service in the army, was 
honorably discharged, subsequently receiving 
a pension. As he appeared on the streets of 
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Macbias, the grizzled sergeant, covered with 
the honors of war^ was an object of great 
interest to his fellow townsmen. Again and 
again, in response to the importunities of his 
friends, he had related his thrilling experi' 
ences as an American soldier. It was not^ 
however, until the story of the British de- 
serter (as told by him to Sophia Carver) had 
become a common topic of conversation in 
the village^ that Sergeant Bates considered 
himself at liberty to speak of his association 
with Lieutenant) and afterward Captain, 
Carver in the American Army of the Center. 
The first time he related the story was on 
an evening late in December, at a large gath- 
ering in the store of Captain Smith. As 
Bates entered the store on crutches, Colonel 
O'Brien, who was the first person to catch 
sight of him, hastily rose from the seat at his 
desk, swung his hat in the air, and proposed 
three cheers for Sergeant Dan Bates; and 
they were given with a will, too. When the 
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cheering had subsided Sergeant Bates said : 
** Gentlemen, I feel that it is only just to 
a brave and efficient American officer to 
relate a portion of my experiences in the ser- 
vice which I have heretofore studiously kept 
in the background. The story of the British 
deserter as related to Sophia Carver renders 
it possible for me now to do so honorably." 
And then he gave a complete account of his 
intimate association with Phil Carver in the 
service during the years 1812, 1813 and a 
portion of 1814, until, in the battle of Lun- 
dy's Lane, Captain Carver was wounded and 
carried from the field. From the time Ser- 
geant Bates left Captain Carver in the hos- 
pital the two had not met — indeed, Bates had 
lost all trace of his fellow soldier from that 
time; it was reliably reported, however, that 
he had left the army. 

*' Before parting with Captain Carver at 
the hospital to which I had assisted in carry- 
ing him, he exacted from me a promise not to 
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reveal his whereabouts. That promise I 
have most sacredly kept. Since he resided 
from the service (as I was informed) I have 
received no tidings whatever from him. I 
think, therefore, that all the circumstances of 
the case considered, I have not, by what I 
have this evening related, violated the pledge 
I gave to Captain Phil Carver. If he is 
alive, and ever returns to his old home, he 
will be entitled to the admiration of his fel- 
low-townsmen as having been one of the brav- 
est and most efficient officers in the American 
army. Had he remained in th0 service, and 
survived, he would, I believe, have com- 
manded a regiment at the termination of the 
war." 

Sergeant Bates' confirmation of the Brit* 
ish deserter-s story was soon all over the vil- 
lage. The mystery of Phil Carver's where- 
abouts, however, was as great as ever; not a 
ray of light appeared to aid in solving the 
enigma. Even the story of Joe Beetle's 
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recognition, but a few months previously, of 
Phil Carver in Machias, furnished no satis- 
factory clew to the whereabouts of the miss- 
ing one. ''Where can he be?" was the 
general query. 

After ^ war which had lasted nearly 
three years, a treaty of peace was signed at 
Ghent on the 24th of December, 1814. The 
tidings of the proclamation of peace, how- 
ever, did not reach the United States until 
the month of February, 1815. 

Harrison at Tippecanoe; Croghan at Fort 
Stephenson; Wool at Queenstown; Brown 
at Chippewa; Scott at Lundy's Lane; Jack- 
son at New Orleans, and other American 
commanders on a score or more of battle- 
fields, had won renown, the memory of which 
is still proudly cherished by all true Ameri- 
cans. Of the American victory at Lundy's 
Lane an historian has truthfully said: " The 
victory was the resurrection or birth of Amer- 
can arms. The charm of British military 
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invincibility was as effectually broken by a 
single brigade as that of naval supremacy 
by a single frigate, as much as if a large 
army or fleet had been the agent." 

Porter in the harbor of Valparaiso; Hull 
in the Constitution; Decatur oflf the Canary 
Islands; Bainbridge on the Brazilian coast; 
Lawrence in Boston harbor ; Perry on Lake 
Erie; MacDonough on Lake Champlain, and 
other American naval commanders in various 
waters, had covered themselves with imper- 
ishable glory, and given the United States 
navy a prestige which it has most nohly sus- 
tained. 

The tidings of the declaration of peace 
at Ghent reached Machias via Boston about 
the 10th of March, 1815. Early in the month 
of June following, Jere. Bryant, Jr., was in 
Boston on business which would require a 
stay of a fortnight. He secured rooms at the 
same inn to which, several years previously, 
he had taken his old schoolmate, Phil Carver, 
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and in conjunction with Doctor Brigham, 
nursed him back to health and strength. On 
the second day after his arrival in the city, 
Mr. Bryant was on his way up Washington 
Street, to fulfill a business engagement. It 
was early in the forenoon. Glancing across 
the narrow street, he observed a gentleman 
walking at a somewhat moderate rate of 
speed, and going in the same direction as he. 
The gentleman was tall and slender, and with 
a decided soldierly bearing. ** Phil Carver, 
as sure as I live I " was Mr. Bryant's mental 
exclamation. On second thought, however, 
he said, in tones almost loud enough to be 
heard by those beside him: *'No; it cannot 
be Phil, for he has no beard. Besides, that is 
not Phil Carver's gait." Resolved to satisfy 
himself one way or the other, he quickened 
his pacC) crossed to the intersecting street, 
and brought himself face to face with the 
individual, whose movements indicated that 
he was about making a turn. Mr. Bryant 
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looked square into the p^entleman^s face; a 
thing he would not under ordinary circum- 
stances have done. But he was convinced 
that it was Phil Carver who stood before him. 
Planting himself in front of the gentleman^ 
he extended his hand toward him as he said i 

** Phil Carver, my boy, how are you ? I 
cannot tell you how glad I am to see yoU 
after our long separation." 

When Captain Carver saw that he was 
recognized, he replied t 

" I am as well as, under the circum- 
stances, could be expected. I am in a hurry 
to reach my place of business, and have no 
time, therefore, for conversation." 

" Well, you had better take a little time 
to'talk with an old friend." 

'* Friend I I have no friends." 

"Nonsense, my boy I nonsense! Why 
do you talk in that way ? Was I ever, or 
will I ever, be anything but a friend to you f 
And in old Machias you have a host of friends 
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who are waiting to give you a royal recep- 
tion on your retutn. We have heard of your 
splendid services in the late war, and We have 
the guns all loaded and primed to make it in- 
teresting for you as soon as your feet touch 
Scott's wharf." 

"Return to Machias! That will never 
be, Mr. Bryant!" 

"Mr. Bryant! Well that is quite Eng- 
lishy, you know! Mr. Bryant! Call me 
Jerry — ^just plain Jerry, Phil. Please drop 
that ponderous and high-sounding title, and 
and call me plain Jerry, as of yore. Never* 
return to Machias! What do you mean^ 
Phil? Are you going daft? What! never 
return to Machias to make a Woman — your 
own wife — who for nearly eight years has been 
as true as Damascus steel to you, happy ? A 
woman who has proven herself a heroine of 
the noblest type ? A wife who is daily look- 
ing for, and expecting, your home-coming? 
Why, Phil, your talk is astounding! " 
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'* She may have been true to me. She 
Inay have borne herself heroically. Bat, 
Jerry, 1 cannot return to Machias to see her 
the wife of another man. 1 have no word oi* 
thought of censure for her. It is all my own 
fault, I confess. She had a right to marry 
again, in view of my long absence." 

*' Marry again 1 The wife of anothei^ 
Inan I Have you lost your senses, Phil Car- 
ver ? Sophia is as much your wife now as 
on the day of your marriage— and she is no 
more the wife of another man than on that 
joyous occasion. Since your departure from 
Machias she has lived in the same home 
where you left her. When urged to make 
her home with your parents, she nobly de- 
clined, and insisted upon remaining where 
you last saw her. She has even beeti advised 
to marry, by friends who thought you dead j 
but to such suggestions she has invariably 
replied : * No ! I will bear no other name save 
that of Carverl'" 
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Little by little Mr. Bryant drew from 
Captain Carver the story of his visit incognito 
to Machias, and of what he had observed as, 
on that day, he stood in front of the house 
where he had left Sophia — the young man 
occupying his chair by the window ; the infant 
playing on the floor; his conclusion that So- 
phia had married, and his resolution never to 
return to Machias. Even the previous letter 
he had written to Sophia, inviting her to come 
to him in Boston, and of her failure to reply, 
were mentioned by Captain Carver. When 
he had finished his story, Jerry fairly explod- 
ed with laughter. Checking himself, how- 
ever, he said : 

" Phil, you must pardon my seeming 
lack of sympathy in laughing over this mat- 
ter ; but in view of my knowledge of the facts 
your story is simply ludicrous. Why, my 
dear boy, the young man you saw in your 
home was Sophia's brother, who, after the 
death of his wif e» came back from the West 
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with his infant child on a visit. So the 
young man you saw sitting in your chair was 
your brother-in-law, and the infant was his 
motherless child. Hence your conclusions 
were entirely erroneous. As for your resolu- 
tion never to return to Machias — well, you 
know the saying : * A bad promise is better 
broken than kept.' " 

While Mr. Bryant was speaking, Captain 
Carver was nearly overcome by his feelings; 
and at the conclusion he covered his face 
with his handkerchief and wept like a child. 

** What a fool 1 have been, Jerry ! How 
can I ever atone for my folly?" were his 
first words after regaining somewhat his self- 
control. 

** Phil, let us go at once to the inn where 
I am stopping; then we will decide upon the 
best thing to do," said Mr. Bryant. 

Once in the pleasant rooms at the inn 
occupied by Mr. Bryant, he said: "Phil, 
you must get from your employer a three- 
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months' leave of absence. Until the Judith 
sails for Machias about a week hence, we will 
remain in the city. In the meantime you 
will write to Sophia that you expect to be in 
Machias in the course of two or three weeks. 
Your letter will go on the Sapphira^ which 
is to sail in a day or two, and will reach 
home several days ahead of your arrival. 
You need not fear any overwhelming sur- 
prise, or anything of that sort, on the part of 
your wife, my boy, because she has been 
daily expecting your home-coming, and will 
take it as a mere matter of course. Leave it 
to me"— 

*' But, Jerry, I cannot" — 

** Phil Carver, you are now in the hands 
of your old schoolmate. Rest assured I will 
arrange matters so they will run as smoothly 
as a pair of sharpened skates on clear ice. 
Remember, Phil, that from this hour on and 
f orevermore, the story you have related to 
me about your visit to Machias incognito is 
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to be locked up in our hearts and the key cast 
into the ocean. Brace up, my dear boy! 
Let me see, what is it the good book says 
about *f Clotting'? Oh, yes; I have iti 
* Forgetting the things which are behind, and 
reaching forth after those things which are 
before, let us press forward.' That is to be 
the motto of your life, Phil, from this mo- 
ment on. I once heard Parson Lyon preach 
a sermon from these words when I was a 
small boy. You must be able to recall, Phil, 
the lines so often quoted by Master Arthur : 

** Thy purpose firm, is equal to the end ; 
Who does the best his circumstances allows, 
Does well, acts nobly ; angels could no more." 

With propitious winds the Judith made 
a quick voyage to Machias; and a day or 
more ahead of her time she was moored at 
Scott's wharf. Accompanying Phil Carver 
to the home where he had left his young 
wife, Mr. Bryant, on entering the house said : 

"Mrs. Carver, I beg to present to you 
Captain Phil Carver, late of the American 
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Army of the Centre." Without saying an- 
other word Mr. Bryant turned and left hus- 
band and wife alone. 

To attenipt to describe the scene that fol- 
lowed would be sacrilegious. Suffice it to 
say, that two hearts were again '* beating as 
one." Husband and wife had also begun to 
realize that : 

** lyove, nursed among pleasures, is faithless as 
they, 
But the love born of sorrow^ like sorrow is 
true.'' 

On the day following the reunion of Cap- 
tain Carver and his noble wife, Jere. Bryant, 
Jr., arranged for a reception for them, to be 
given at their own home. It was planned 
that at about eight-thirty o'clock, when the 
friends should all be gathered, the village 
church bell should be rung and cannons fired. 
This part of the programme was faithfully 
carried out; indeed, had Parson Lyon been 
present he might have pronounced the faith- 
fulness somewhat "overstrained." 
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The modeet house of Captain and Mrs^ 
Carver did not begin to contain the large 
number of friends who were desirous of ex- 
tending their heartfelt congratulations to the 
reunited pair. The compliments were fairly 
showered upon Captain Phil Carver for the 
splendid services he rendered in connection 
with the Army of the Centre, in the war so 
recently closed. To which he modestly re- 
plied : " I only performed my duty as I un- 
derstood it." Sergeant Bates also shared in 
the compliments of the evening. 

It was a thrilling moment when, as a 
cluster of persons stood before the British 
uniform hung in the front room, Sophia re- 
marked : " That uniform was worn by a Brit- 
ish soldier who spared Captain Carver's life 
at the storming of the heights of Queens-* 
town." 

"Sergeant Bates will step forward!" 
were the words of Captain Carver, spoken in 
an assumed tone of command. When Bates 
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failed to respond, shrinking from what he 
surmised was to follow, Captain Carver re- 
peated the words, adding: '• Sergeant Bates, 
a second refusal on your part to obey orders 
will be followed by reduction to the ranks." 
This brought Bates reluctantly to Captain 
Carver's side. '* Friends, you have looked 
upon the uniform of a British soldier whose 
bullet did not pierce me; now look upon a 
living man, a fellow-townsman, whose well- 
directed bullet laid in the dust a British sol- 
dier, whose musket stock would in the next 
instant, have dealt me a death*blow." Ser- 
geant Bates blushed like a girl, and backed 
away from what he afterward described as 
"a hot place." 

*• Colonel O'Brien I Colonel O'Brien I" 
Called out simultaneously a score of persons; 
and the call was taken up by the entire com- 
pany, inside and outside the house. After 
some urging he was persuaded to stand 
where he could be heard to advantage, and 
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then from all over the house came the request : 
"Speech! Speech!" Clearing his throaty 
Colonel O'Brien began : 

" Friends and Fellow- townsmen : I have 
never made any pretensions as a speech- 
maker; but I wish to express my great pleas- 
ure over the privilege of being present at this 
reception in honor of Captain Carver and his 
heroic wife. Sergeant Bates has also come 
in for a share of the evening's congratula- 
tions; and he deserves it. So long as the 
spirit of patriotism survives in their hearts, 
the people of Machias will take pleasure in 
honoring those who have assisted in defend- 
ing the liberties won in the war of the Revo- 
lution. I trust I may pass the remainder of 
my life in peaceful remembrance of the event- 
ful past, and in well-grounded hope concern- 
ing the future of our beloved country. If I 
may be permitted a word concerning myself, 
I will say that in my private and public life 
it has been my aim and endeav^or to do right. 
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That I have not always succeeded, I must 
confess; but I shall respond to the summons 
to depart this life with supreme confidence in 
the boundless mercy of the Father of us all. 
Most sincerely do I wish for Captain Carver 
and his truly Spartan bride many years of 
happiness. I thank you most heartily for this 
opportunity of speaking what may be my last 
words to a gathering like this." 

Colonel O'Brien had scarcely ceased 
speaking, when Joe Beetle, full of " West 
Injee," stalked into the house, and stepping 
up to Sophia Carver said: 

*' Did me not say you some day be hap- 
py squaw?" 

"Yes, Joe; we are both happy now," 
was Sophia's response, as she looked into 
Phil's face. 

And then, with a grunt, Joe made what 
proved his last rhyme : 

** Cappen Carver, Cappen Carver, 
Brave sojer man ; 
Sophie Carver, Sophie Carver, — 
Get her if you can. 
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** Joe Beetle soon be on happy huntin' 
groun' in Spirit land. No Injun ; no white 
man; no rich; no poor — all chillun of de 
Great Spirit, an' all happy." This was the 
old Indian's touching peroration. With an- 
other grunt, Joe walked out of the house, 
and was never again peen in Machias. 

In a perfect glow of mutual delight the 
gathering soon broke up, and Phil and Sophia 
were alone once more in their cosy home. 
But their stay there was to be brief. 

Captain and Mrs. Carver remained in 
Machias nearly six weeks after the royal re- 
ception given them. Several times during 
that period they visited her parents in Colum- 
bia Falls. From Captam Farnum it was 
learned that the British deserter had gone to 
Boston, where he found satisfactory employ- 
ment. The visits of Phil and Sophia at the 
home of Doctor and Mrs. Carver were also 
frequent and delightful. 
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All arrangements for their removal to 
Boston having been completed, Captain and 
Mrs. Carver sailed on the Judith for that 
city. They were escorted to the wharf by a 
jolly throng, and good-bys were exchanged 
and handkerchiefs waved until the handsome 
ship disappeared from sight. 

The voyage to Boston was a most enjoy- 
able one for Phil and Sophia; and a quick 
one also. They were duly settled in a pleas- 
ant home in the city chosen for their future 
residence. 

Scarcely a month had elapsed since their 
settlement in Boston, when a letter in the 
handwriting of a woman, addressed to Mrs. 
Phillips Carver, was received from Machias. 
It was from Mary Lanning, and ran as fol- 
lows: 

" DEAR Mrs. Carver : 

** I do not expect to live long. Before I pass 
away I must make a confession. The letter from 
your husband lost on the way from the post-office in 
Machias to your home a few years ago, was found by 
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me. I have kept it ever since. I trust you and your 
husband will forgive me. I could not die with this 
sin upon my heart. May you and Phil be happy and 
prosperous is my earnest prayer. Good by. 

"Yours, truly. Mary Lanning. 

'^Machias, Me." 

The loBt letter was also inclosed. After 
reading the note from Mary Lanning, and 
the letter written so long ago by her husband, 
Mrs. Carver said: '*I have always mis- 
trusted that Mary Lanning found this letter. 
Poor thing, she has had the worst of it. I 
will write her a kind note, in the hope it may 
reach her before she passes away. " Although 
Captain Carver offered no comment upon the 
subject of the lost letter, his thoughts were 
exceedingly active. 

To say that Captain Carver and Sophia 
were happy in their new home would be su- 
perfluous. They were happy, however, be- 
cause they had mutually resolved — 

** To hallowed duty 
Here with a loyal and heroic heart, 
Bind we our lives.^* 
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